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TO y | 
My much honotired ,; and 
no leſſe truly beloved Friend, 
EDdw. BzxxLowss, 


7 Eſquire. 
My dear Friend, 


S10u have put the Theor- 
boe into my hand, and 
I have played : Tou gave 
the Muſician the feſt en- 
L= =] -conragement ; the Muſick 
eturneth to you for Patronage. Had it 
been a light Ayre , no doubt but it had. 
aken the moſt , ana among them the 
worſt : But being 4 grave Strayn , my 
opes are, that it will pleaſe the beſt 
md among them, Tou. Toyiſh Ayres 
leaſe triviall eares : They kiſſe the fan- 
'y , and betray it : They cry, Hail, 
ft; and after, Crucifie : Les Dorrs 
| A 2 delight 


delight to immerd themſelves in dung*: 


whileſt Eagles ſcorn ſo poore a Game 
as. Flies. Sir , you have Art and Can- 
dour : Let the one judze, let the other 
excuſe 
Your moſt affectionate 
Friend, 


Fr A. QUuaRrLES 


l. 
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To the Reader. 


NON Embleme is but a fileht Para- 
A\Eeg ble. Ler not the terider Eye 
a \& check, to ſce the alluſion toour 
58 blc{ſed Saviour figured. in theſe. 
ypes. In holy Scripture, he is ſome- 
imes called x Sower ; ſomerimes, a Fiſh- 
2r; ſometimes a Phyſician : And why not 
preſented ſo as well to the eye as tg 
{the care ? Before the knowledge of let- 
ters God was known by Hzeroglyphicks : 
And, indeed, what are the Heavens, the 
Earth, hay every Creature, but Hreroghy- 
phicks and Emblemes of His Glory ? I have 
[No more to ſay. I wiſh thee as much plea. 


ſure in the reading, as I had in the wri» - 


'ting. Farewell, Reader. 


A3 


B7 Fathers back'd, by Holy Writ led on, 


Thou ſhew'ſt a way to Heav'n by Helicon : | 


The Muſes Font s conſecrate by Thee, 
And Poeſie, baptiz'd Divinitie*  (qpace, 
Bleft ſoul, that here embark'ft : Thou ſail t 
*T # hard to ſay, mov'd more by Wit, or Grace 
Each Muſe ſo plyes her Oar : but O, the Sail 
Is fill d from Heav'n with 4 Diviner Gale : 
When Poets prove Divines, why ſhould not I 
Approve in Verſe this Divine Poetry ? 
Let thus ſuffice to licence thee the Preſſe z 
I muſt no more;nor could the Truth ſay leſſe- 


Sic approbavirt 
Rrncn. Love: 


Procan. Cantabrigienſis. 
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Tot Flores Quan x $,quot rocahfbeNE 


Letorl bene-waigaeſo. 


Quot Yerſus, V1oLas legzs ; & i Wi verba tos cf 
Credis, verby dedit : Nam dedit The Ro ras ba Foy 
Utque Ego adj dicam hzc Vr1oLas ſuayiſfimg 


Ipſe facs. Vip tus Livide, fi violly 209. _ 
Nam POOR: IOL Ts $ fibi fugit 5M ri; x 
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' Thy new-concluded peace ; Let Reaſon curb 


i 2, >. SS 


The Invocation. 
N Q Ws : 
Of ſivife-wing'd Seraphi and jooms,.. 1 
witt-wing d Seraphims-may. come n, - 
And make hy RS than halfe {xk 
Invoke no Muſe ; Let heay'n be thy Apollo; 
And let his ſacred influences hallow 
Thy high- bred ſtrains ; Let his full bears inſpire 
Thy ravith'd brains with more heroick fire - 
Snatch thee a Quill from the ſpread Eagles wing, 
And, like the morning Lark, mount upand ing; 
Caſt off theſe dangling plummets, that ſo'clog * 1 45.9 
Thy lab'ring hearr, which gropes in this dark fog (8 
Of dungeon-earth 3 Let fleſh and bloud forbear & 
To ſtop thy flight, ti]l this baſe world appear b. 
A thin blew Lanskip : Let thy pineons fore 
So high a pitch, that men may ſeem no more 
Than Piſmires, crawling on this Mole-hi]l earth, | 


Thy eare untroubled with their frantick mirth 3 
Ler not the frailtie of thy fleſh diſturb 


Thy hot-mouth'd Paffion ; and let heav'ns fireſcaſon 
The freſh Conceits of thy corre&ed Reaſon, 

Difdain to warm thee at Luſts ſmokie fires, 

Scorn, ſcorn to feed on thy old bloat defires : 

Come, come, my ſoul, hoyſe up thy higher ſails, _ | 
The wind blowes fair ? Shall we ſtill creep like Snails, 
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That gild _ wayecs with their _ _ ſlimes ? 
No, wetruſtflic like Ezples,andour Rhimes *. + | 
Dl en heav'n Ks rach.th* Olympickear ; 
- Qur heay*n-blown fire muſt ſeek no other Sphear. 

T hou great Theantbrepos, that rim and ground'ſt 
Thy gifts in duſt ; and Roll dab anghill crown'ſt 
 Reflefted Honour, taking, by rexail, | 

* Whar thou haſt giv*n in grofle, from lapſed, al 
"And finfull man; that drink'R full draughts, wherein 
} Thy Childrens leprous fingers, ſcurf'd with Sing = 
; Have padled, cleanſe, O cleanſe my crafty Soul 
From ſecret crimes, and let my thoughts controul 
My thoughts : O, teach me'ſtoutly to deny 
My ſelf, that I may be no longer 1 : 
| Enrich my fancie, clarife my thoughts, 

Refine my drofle ; O, wink at humane faults ; 

| And through this ſlender conduit of my Quill 

; Convey thy Current, whoſe clear ſtreams may fill 

The hearts of men with love, their tongues with prayſe : 
{Crown me with Glory : Take, who lik, the Bayes, 
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Book: t- Emblemgs, 
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Jam. I» 14s 


Every man is tempted, when heis drawn oy 1 
by his own luſt, andemticed. 


Serpent. Eve. 
Serp. N Ot cat ? Not taſt > Not touch ? Nat caſt an 
Upon the fruit of this faiv Tree ? And LEE 

Why ear'ſt thou not what Hegv'n ordain'd for food ? 
Or canſ thou think that bad which heav'n call'd on 
Why was it made, if not to be enjoy'd? | 4 
Neele& of favours makes a fayour void : : 
Bleſſings unus'd, peryert into a Waſt, 
As well as Surfars 3 z Womens Do but talt : 
See how the laden boughs make Glent ſuit 
Tobeenjoy'd; Look how their bendi 
Meet thee half-way 3 Obſerye but how they _— 
To kifle thy band ; Coy woman, Do but geſt 
Mark what a pure Vermilion bluſh has 
Their ſwelling cheeks, and how for 
Their pallic heads, to ſee themſelves ftand by ,. 
NegleRted : Woman, Do but caſtane PET 
What bounteous beay'n ordain'd fa u&; rexuie 1 
Come, pull and eat: Y* abuſe the thing ye uſe: 

Eve. Wiſh of Beaſts, our Creatour did .- +» 
Reſerve this Tree, and wp Richey $M 
The reſt are freely ours, which doubilelle axe ©... 54 
As pleaſing to the tat 3 torh' eye, as fair z 
Bur fonchotg this, his ſtri& commands are 
'Tis death toraſt, no lefle than death to 
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" Emblemes. Book. 1: 
* Serp. Piſh ; death 's a fable : Did not heay'n inſpire, 
 - Your | Elements with living Fire, 

Blown from the ſpring of life ? Is not that breath 
Immorrtall ? Come z ye are as free from death 
As He that made ye. Can the flames expire 
Which he has kindled ? Can ye quench his fire ? 
Did not the great Creatours voice proclaim 
What ere he made ( from the blue Pangled frame 
To the poore leaf that trembles ) very Good ? 
Bleſt he not both the Feeder, and the Food ? 

Tell, tell me then, what danger can accrue 

From fuch bleſt Food, to fuck half-gods as you ? 
urb needleſle fears, and let no fond conceit 
your freedome ; woman, Take, and eat. 

is true ; we are immorrtall ; death is yet 

- Unborn, and, till rebellion make it debr, 

Jars Undue; I know the Fruat is good, untill 4 


| * The pet diſobcdience make it ill. 4 


= 

z 

{'* C 
” 


oy 
\EtSe 


> The lips that open to this Fruit*'s a portall 
” To Jeri Sk and make HR am 

ip. You cannot die ; Come, woman, Taſt and fear not : 
we. Shall Eve tranſgrefſe ? T darenot, OT dare not. 

Pp. Afraid ? why draw'ſt thou back thy tim*rous arm ? 
PRs onely fals on ſuch as fear a harm. 

| Heav'n knowes and fears the virtue of this Tree : 

 *T will wake ye perfe&R Gods as well as He. 

Stretch forth thy nd, and let thy fondneſle never 
—Feardeath ; Do, pull, and eat, and live for ever. 

T isbut an Apple; and it is as good 

© To do as todefire. Fruit 's made for food: 

© He pull; andraſt, and rempt my Adam too 


© Toknow the fecrets of this dainty. Serp. Doe. 
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Book's; FZmblemss, 

S, Caxrs. ſup, Math, 

He forced him not : He touched bim not  Onely ſaid, Caſt 

thy ſelf down ; that we. may know, whoſoever obeyeth the 

Devil caſteth bimſtlfe down : For the Devil may ſuggeſt, 
compell be cannot. . 


S. Ba8&RN. infer. 


It is the Devils part to ſuggeſt; Ours, not to conſent. 
AS oft as we reſiſt bim, ſo often we overcome bim ; as often as 
we overcome bim, ſo often we bring joy to the Angels, and 
glory to God ; Who propoſeth us, that we may contend, and 
aſſifteth us, that we may conquer. 


EP1G. 1. 


Unluckie Parliament ! wherein, at laſt, 
Both houſes are agreed, and firmly 
An AR of death, confirm'd by higher Powers : 
QO had it had bur ſuch ſuccefſe as Ours ! 
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JaMES I.15s 


Then when luſt hath conceived, it bringeth 
forth ſinne ; and ſinne when it « fintſhed 
bringeth forth death. 


}_A—_ lament ;z Look, look what thou haſt done ! ' 
Lament the worlds, lament thy own eſtate ; 
Look, look by doing how thou art undone ; 
Lament thy fall ; lament thy change of State : 
Thy faith is broken, and thy freedome gone, 
See, ſee too ſoon, what thou lamenr'it too late, 
O thou that wert ſo many men, nay all 
Abbridg*d in one, how has thy deſp'rate fall 
Deſtroy'd thy unborn ſeed, defſtroy'd thy (elf withall.] 
T 2 
Uxorious Adam, whom thy maker made 
- Equallto __ that excell in pow'r, 
Whar haſt thou done ? O why haſt thou obey'd vob 
Thy own deftruQion ? Like a new-cropt flowre 2 
How does the glory of thy beauty fade ! 
. How are thy fortunes blaſted in an houre : 
How art thou cow'd, that had the pow*r to quell . IF 
A The ſpite of new-fall'n Angels, baffle Hell, ECoS-” 
777 And vie with thoſe that ſtood, and yanquiſh thoſe that 2 
4 B = 3 
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© See how the world (whoſe chaſt and pregnant womb 


> 
£S.* - 


Of late conceiy*d, and brought forth nothing ill) 
Is now degenerated, and become 
A baſe Adultrefſe, whoſe falſe births do fill 
The earth with Monſters, Monſters that do rome 
And rage about, and make a trade to kill : 
Now Glutt'ny paunches ; Luſt begins ro ſpawn; 
Wrath takes revenge 3 and Avarice, a pawn 3 
Pale Envie pines, Pride (wells, and Sloth begins to yawn. 


4 
T he Aire that whiſper*d, now begins to rore, 
And bluſtring Boreas blowes the boyling Tide; 
TThe whit:-mouth'd Water now uſurps the ſhoxe, 
_ And ſcorns the pow'r of her tridentall guide 3 
T he Fire now- burns, that did but warm before, 
And rules her ruler with reliſtlefle pride : 
Fire, Water, Earth and Aire, that firſt were made 
To be ſubdu'd, ſee how they now invade ; 
They rule whom once they ſery'd,comand,where once obey'd 


. 5 
Behold ; that nakedneſſe, that late bewray'd 
Thy glory, now *s become thy ſhame, thy wonder : 
Behold ; thoſe Trees whoſe various fruits were made 
For tood, now turn'd a ſhade to ſhrowd thee under : 
Behold ; that voice (which thou haſt diſobey'd) 
T hart late was muſick, now affrights like thunder - 
Poor man! Are not thy joynts grown ſore with ſhaking, 
To view th' effe& of tby bold undertaking, 


That in one houre didd'ft marre, what heay'n tix dayes was 


(making 2 
: ; S, Aucusr, 


"—_ 


| Book 1, FEmblemes. It--7 
S. AucGusr. lib, x, de lib. arbit.” 

It is a moſt juft puniſhment, that man ſhould loſe that free- 
dome which man could not uſe, yet bad power to keep if be _ 
would; and that be who bad knowledge to do what was right, 
and did not, ou be deprived of the knowledge of what was + 
right ; and that. he who would not do righteouſly when be bad 
the power, ſhould loſe the power to doit, when be bad the will, 


HuG6o de anima. +. 

They are juſtly puniſhed that abuſe lawfull things, but they _- 
are moſt juſtly puniſhed, that uſe unlawfull things * Thus 
Lucifer fell from Heaven : thus Adam loft his Paradiſe. 


EP1G. 2+ 
See how theſe fruitfull kernels, being caſt 
Upon the earth, how thick they ſpring | how faſt ! 
A full-ear'd crop and thriving, rank and proud ; 
Prepoſtrous man firſt ſow?'d, and then he plough'd: 
B z 
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PROVERBS 14.13. 


Evenin laughter the heart is ſorrowfull, and 
the end of that mirth is heavindſſe. | 


Las fond Child, 
How are thy thoughts beguil'd, 
To hope for hony from a neit of waſps ? | 
Thou mailſt as well PF? 
Go ſeek for eaſe in hell, 
Or (prightly Ne&ar from the mouths of aſps. 


WR 


The world *s a hive, 
From whence thou canſt derive 
No good, but what thy ſouls vexation brings: 
Pur caſe thou meet 46+ 
Some peti-peti ſweet, 
Each drop is guarded with a thouſand ſtings. 


3 
Why doſt thou make 
Theſe murm'ring troups forſake 
T he ſafe prote&ion of their waxen homes ? 
This hive contains 
No ſweet that's worth thy pains ; 


There's nothing here, alas, but empty combes. / 
' B 3 x Fox 


. 


14 | Emblemes. Book 1. 
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For traſh and toyes, 
And grief-ingend'ring joyes, 
What toxment ſeems too ſharp for fleſh and bloud ! - 
What bitter pills, 
Compos'd of reall ills, 
Man ſwallows down to purchaſe one falſe good ! 


5 


ad 


The daintics here, | 
| Are leaſt what they appear 
© Though ſweet in hopes, yet 1n fruition ſowre : 
he fruit that *s yellow, 
Is found not alwayes mellow : 
The faireſt Tulip's not the ſweeteſt lowre. 


6 


Fond youth, give ore, 
And vex thy "> po more 
In ſeeking what were better farre unfound. ; 
Alas thy gains 
Are onely preſent pains 
To gather Scorpions. for a future wound, 


7 
What's earth ? or in it, 
That longer then a minit 
Can lend a free delight that can endure ? 
O who would droy], 
Or delve in fuch a ſoyl, 
Where gain *s uncertain and the pain is ſure ? 


S. Aucusr. 


Book 1. Emblemes. 15.3 

S. AucusrT. " m_ 

Sweetneſſe in temporall matters is deceitfull: It is a la- 

bour and a perpetuall ſear; it is a dangerous pleaſure, whoſe 

beginning is without providence, and whoſe end is nos without 
repentance. 

HuGo. | 
Luxury i an enticing pleaſure, a baſtard mirth, which hath 
honey in ber mouth, gall in ber heart, and a (ting in her tail. 


EPIG, 3. 


What, Cupid, are thy ſhafts already made ? 

And ſeeking honey) to ſet up thy trade ? 

True Embleme of thy ſweets | Thy Bees do bring] 

Honey in their mouths, but in _ rails, a ſting. 
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Palm 62« 9s 


To be laid in the ballance, it is altoenther "i 
lighter then vanitic. 


Ut in another weight : 'T is yet too light: 
P And yet : Fond (pid, put another in; 
And yer another : Still there 's under weight ; 5 
Put in another hundred : Put agim. 
Adde world to world ; then ba athouſand more 
To that 3 then, to renew thy wafted ſtore, 
Take up more worlds on truſt, to draw thy balance lower, 


Put in the fleſh, with all her loads of pleaſure z 
+ Put in great Mammons endlefſe inventoryy 
Put in the _ rous aQts of mighty Ceſar z 
Put in the greater weight of Swedens glory 5 
Adde Scpio's gauntlet ; put in Plato's gown? - 
Put Czrces charms, pur in the triple crown, 
Thy balance will not draw z thy balance will not downy 


3 
Lord, what a world is this, which day and ni 
Men feek with ſo much toyl, with ſomuch trouble? * 
Which weigh'sd in equall ſcales is found ſoli 
So poary over-balanc'd with a bubble ?_ 
Good God | that frantick mortals ſhould 
Their higher hopes, and place ied, ys thy 
Upon (pch airy traſb, upon ſo light awy.\ 


18 Enblewes. Bodk 1. 


| 4 
T hou bold Tmpoſtour, how haſt thou befool'd 
The tribe of Man with-counterfeir defare ! 
How has the breath of thy falſe bellows cool'd 
Heav*ns free-born flames, and kindled baſtard fire ! 
How haſt thou vented drofle in Read of treaſure, 
And cheated man with thy falſe weights and meaſure, 
Proclaiming bad for goodzand gilding death with pleaſure ! 


5 
| The world 's a craftie Strumpet, moſt affeting 
And cloſely following thoſe that moſt reject her ; 
But ſeeming careleſſe, nicely difreſpeRing 
And nw flying thoſe thac moſt affe& her : 
If thou be free, ſhe 's ſtrange, if ſtrange ſhe 's free ; 
Flee, and ſhe follows ; Follow, and ſhe 'll flee : 
T hen ſhe there's none more coy,there's none more fond _ 
the. 
6 


O what a Crocodilian world is this, > 
| Compos'd of treachertes, and enſnaring wiles ! 
She cloaths deſtru&ion in a formall kille, 
And lodges death in her deceirfull ſmiles ; 
She hugs the (oul ſhe hates ; and there does prove 
The verieſt tyrant where ſhe vowes to love, 
Andis a Serpent moſt, when moſt the ſeems a Dove. 


7 
Thrice happy he, whoſe nobler thoughts deſpiſe 
Tomake an objec of ſoeafie gains 3 
Thrice happy be, who ſcorns ſo poore a prize 
Shoud be the crown of his heroick pains : 
Thrice happy he, that ne'r was born to trie 
. Her frowns or ſmiles ; or being born, did lie 


In his ſad nurſcs arms an houre or two, and die- 
; | $. AuGusT., 
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S. AuGusrt. hb. Confefl. 


O you that dote wpon this world, for what wiftory do ye | © 
fight ? Your bopes can be crowned with no greater reward © 
then the world can give ; and what is the world but a brittle 
thing full of dangers, wherein we travel from leſſer to greater 
perils ? 0 let all ber vain, light, and momentany glory periſh 
with ber ſelf, and tet us be converſant with more eternall 
things. Alas, this world is miſerable ; life is ſhort, and death is 
ſure. 


EP1G. 4. : 
My. ſoul, what 's lighter then a feather ? wind. 
Then wind ? The fire . And what then fire? Themind, 


What's lighter then the mind ? A thought, Then I 
This bubble-world. les gt ts 


4 


What then this bubble? N 
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The faſhion of this world paſſeth away. 
(Gone are thoſe golden dayes, wherein 


Pale conſcience ſtarted not at ugly finne : 
When good old Saturnes peacefull Throne 

Was unuſurped by his beardleſſe Son: 
When jealous Ops ne'r fear'd th* abuſe 

Of her chaſt bed, or breach of nuptiall Truce : 
When juſt Aftrea poys'd her Scales 

In mortall hearts, whoſe abſence earth bewails: , 
When froth-born Yenus and her brat, 

With all that ſpurious brood yaung eve begat, 
In horrid ſhapes were yet unknawne ; 

Thoſe Halcyon dayes, that golden age is gone. 
There was no Client then to wait 

The leiſure of his long-tayl'd Advocate 3 
The Talion Law was in requeſt, 

And Chaunc'ry courts were kept in ev'ry breſt ; 
Abuſed Statutes had no Tenters, 

And men could deal ſecure without indentures : 
T here was no peeping hole to clear 

The Wittals eye from his incarnate fear ; 
T here were no Juſtfull Cinders they 

Tobroyl the Carbonado'd hearts of men 5 © 
T he roſie cheek did then proclaim 

A ſhame of Guile, but not a guilt of ſhame 
There was no whining ſoul to ſtart 

Ac Cupids twang, or curic his flaming dar: 3 


The Boy had then but callow wings, __ 
And fell Erynnis Scorpions had no ſtings: 
The better-a&ed world did move 
- Upon the fixed poles of Truth and Love, 
Love effenc'd in the hearts of men ; 
Then Reaſon rul'd ; there was no Paſſion then ; 
Till Luſt and Rage began toenter, 
Love the Circumference was, and love the Center. 
Unrtill the wanton dayes of 7oue 
The ſimple world was all compos'd of Love ; 
- Bur Fovegrew fleſhly, falſe, unjuſt ; 
Inferiour beautie fill'd his veins with luſt ; 
And Cucquean Zung's fury hurld 
Fierce balls of rage into th* inceſtuous world : 
Aſtrea fled, and love return'd 
From earth, earth boyl'd with luſt, with rage it burn'd : 
And ever fince the world has been 
Kept going with the ſcourge of Luſt and Spleen. 


3. AMBROS., 


Book tz&&@ Emblemer, - 
| S. AMBROS. 
Luſt is « ſharp ſpur to vice, which alwayes putteth the 
affeftions into a falſe gallop. : 
HuGo, 


Luſt is an immoderate wantonneſſe of the fleſh, a ſweet poy- 
(on, a crel peſtulence 3, a pernicious potion, which weakeneth 
the body of man, and effeminateth the ſtrength of an beraick 
mind. 

S. AuGugr. 

Envy u the hatred of anothers felicitie : inreſpelt of Su” 
periours, becauſe they are not equall to them ; in veſpett of 
Inferiours, leſt be ſhould be equall to them in reſpett of equalls, 
becauſe they are equall to them: Through envy proceeded the - 
fall of the world, and the death of Chriſt. 
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What ? Cupid, muſt the world be laſht ſo ſoon ? 
But made at morning, and be whipt at noon ? 
"Tis like the oy. -< playes with Venus Doves, 
The more *t is laſht, the more perverle it proves. * 
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Eccris. 2.17, 
All is wvanitie and vexation of ſpirit, 
| j 


> war is the anxious ſoul of man befool'd 
In his defire, 
'T hat thinks an HeQick fever may be cool'd 
In flames of fire, 
Or hopes to rake full heaps of burniſht gold 
From naſty mire ! | 
A whining Lover may as well requeſt 
A ſcornfull breaſt | 
To melt in gentle tears, as woo the world for reſt. 


p 


Let wiz and all her ſtudied plats effe& 
The belt they can 3 
Let ſmiling Fortune proſper and pexfeR 
What wit began 3 ; 
Letcarth adviſe with both, and ſo proje& 
A happy man ; 
Let wit or fawning Fortune vie their beſt ; 
He may be lleſt 
With all that earth can give: but earth can give no reſt. 


G Whofe 
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r'P 
Whoſe gold is double with a carefull hand, 
His cares are double 3 
The pleaſure, honour, wealth of ſea and land 
Bring but a trouble 3 | 
The world it ſelf, and all the worlds command, 
Is but a bubble, 
The ſtrong defires of mans infatiate breaſt 
May ftand poſleſt : 
Of all that earth can give z but carth can give no reſt, 


4 

T he world 's a ſeeming Par'diſe, but her own 

And mans termenter ; 
Appearing fixt, yet bur a rolling ſtone 

Without a tenter ; 
It is a vaſt Circumference, where none 

Can find a Center. 
Of more then earth can earth make none poſleſt ; 

And he that leaſt * 
Regards this reſtlefſe world, ſhall in this world find reſt, | 


5 
True reſt conſiſts not in the oft revying 
Of worldly drofle ; 
Earths miric purchaſe is not worth the buying z 
Her gain is lofl: ; 
Her reſt, but giddy toil, if not relying 
Upen her croſle. 
How worldlings droil for trouble ! That fond breaſt 
Thar is pofleſt 
Of carth without a croſfe, has carth without a reſt, 


Cass, 


Book 1. Emblemes.. 
Cass. in PL." 


The Croſſe u the are = of the humble : The 
dejeftion of the proud, the wiftory of Chriſt, the deftrudtion of 
the devil, the confirmation of the faithful the death of the 
unbeliever, the life of the juſt. 

DAMASCEN. x 

The Croſſe of Chrift is the key of Paradiſe : the weak mans 
haff: the Converts convoy : the upright mans perfettion : the 

{oul and bodies bealth : the prevention of all evil, and the 
procurer of all good. 
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EP 16. 6» 


Worldlings, whoſe whimpring folly holds the lofles 
Of honour, pleaſure, health and wealth ſuch croſſes, 
Look here, and tell me what your Arms engrofle, 
When the beſt end of what ye hug *s a conllh 
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VII. 
1. PzTrun 5.8, 


Be ſober, be vigilant, becauſe your ader(a 
the devil as a roring Lion walketh = 
ſecking whom he may devoure. | 


WW dcſt thou ſuffer luſtfull lothto creep, 
Dull Cyprian lad, into thy wanton browes ? 
Is this a time to pay thine idle yowes ; 
At HMorpbens ſhrine ? Is this atime to ſicep 
Thy brains in waſtfull ſlumbers ? up and rovze 
Thy leaden fpirits : Is this a time to fleep 
Adjourn thy ſanguine dreams : Awake, ariſe, 
Call in thy thoughts; and ler them all adviſe, 
Had thou as many Meads as thou haſt wounded cyes, 
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Look, look, what horrid furies do await 
Thy flatt*cing ſlumbers ! If thy drowzie head 
But chance to nod, thou fall& into a bed 
Ofſulph'rous flames,whoſe torments want a date, p 
Fond boy,be wile z let not thy thoughts be fed - + 
With Fan wen ; fools are wiſe too late : ; 
Beware berimes, and let thy reaſon ſeycr ; 
Thoſe gates which paſſion clos'd ; wake now, or never: 
Fer if thou nodd'ft theu fall'ſt : and falling fall'ſt for eve 
wa C3 Mark 
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Z 
Mark, how the ready hands of death prepare : 
His bow is bent, and he has norch'd his dart ; 
He aims, he levels at thy flumb'ring hear: : 
The wound is poſting, O be wile, beware. 
What ? has the voyce of danger loſt the art 
To raiſe the ſpirit of negle&ed care ? 
Well, ſleep thy fill, and take thy ſoft repoſes ; 
But know withall, ſweet taſts have ſowre cloſes ; 
And he repents in thorns, that ſlceps in beds of roſes. 


4 
Yet ſluggard, wake, and gull thy ſoul no more, 
With earths falſe pleaſure, and the worlds delight, 
Whoſe fruit is fair, and pleaſing to the ſight, 
But ſowre in taſt, falle at the putrid core : 
T hy flaring glafle is gems art her halflight : 
She makes thee Bk rich, but truly poore : 
Ske boaſts a kernell, and beſtowes 2 ſhell; 
Performs an inch of her fair promis'd el] : 
Her words proteſt a Heay'n ; her works produce a hell. 


5 
O thou the fountain of whoſe better part. 
Is carth'd, and gravell'd up with vain defire : 
That Gayly wallow'R in the fleſhly mire 
And baſe pollution of a luſtfull heart, 
That feel'ſ no paſſion but in wanton fire, 
And own'ſt no torment but from Cupids dart ; 
Behold thy Type : Thou fitſt upon this ball 
Of earth, ſecure, while death that flings at all, 
Stands arm'd to ftrike thee down, where Sa attend thy 
(fall. 
hs S, BERN, 


Emblemes. 338 3 
S. BERN- n 


Securitie is no where ; It is neither in Heaven, nor in Paras 
diſe, much leſſe in the world :* In Heaven the Angels fell from 
the divine preſence ; in Paradiſe, Adam fell from bis place of 
pleaſurezia the world, Judas ſell from the School of our Saviour 

Hu6a, 

T eat ſecure, IT drink ſecure, I ſleep ſecure, even as though 
I had paſt the day of death, avoided the day of judgement, and 
eſcaped the torments of bell-fire : 1 play and laveb, as though 
I were already triumphing in the kingdome of Heaven. 
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EPIG. 7. 
Get up, my ſoul z Redeem thy {laviſh eyes 
From drow? bondage : O beware ; Be wile : 
Thy fo 's before thee 3 thou mult fight or flic: 
Life lies moſt open in a cloſed Je: 
4 
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Lux n 6.25. 


woe be to you that laugh now, for ye ſhall 
mourn and weep. 


s K— world 's a popular diſeaſe, that reignes | 
Within the froward heart and frantick brains 
Of poore diſtemper'd morrals, oft arifing 

From ill digeſtion, through rh' unequall poyſing 
Of ill- weigh'd Elements, whoſe light dire&ts 
Malignant hamours to maligne effeRs, 

One raves, and labours with a boyling liver ; 
Rends hair by handfuls, curſing Cupids quiver : 
Another with a bloudy-flux of oaths 

Vowes deep revenge : one dotes 3 the other loathes : 
One frisks and ſings, and vies a flagon more 

To drench dry cares, and makes the welkin 'rore : 
Another droops 3 the ſunſhine makes him ſad 3 | 
Heay'n cannot pleaſe : One *s mop'd ; the tother *s mad: 
One hugs his gold ; another lers it flie : 

He knowing not for whom z nor tother why. 

One ſpends his day in plots, his night in play 
Another ſleeps and ſlugs both night and day : 

One laughs at this thing z tother cries for that z 

Burt neither one nor els knowes for what. 
Wonder of wonders : What we ought t' evite 

As our diſeaſe, we hug as our alight OM 

*T is held a ſymptome of approching dangery.. 


When diſacquainted Senſe becomes a ſtrangers pu 
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And takes no knowledge of an old diſcaſc ; 
But when a noyſome grief begins to pleaſe 

The unreſiſting ſenſe, it is a fear 

- That death has parli'd, and compounded there : 
As when the dreadfull Thund'rers awfull hand 
Powres forth a viall on th' infeed land, 

At firſt th* affrighted Mortalls quake and fear : 
And ey'ry noiſe is thought the 'Chunderer : 

Burt when the frequent ſoul-departing bell 

Has pav'd their ears with her tamiliar knell, 

Ir is reputed but a nine dayes wonder, 

T hey neither fear the Thund'rer nor his Thunder : 
So when the world (a worſe diſeaſe) began 

To ſmart for finne, poore new- created Man 
Could ſeek for ſhelter, and his gen'rous Sonne 
Knew by his wages what his hands had done ; 
But bold-fac'd Mortalls in our bluihleſſe times 
Can finne and ſmile, and make a ſport of crimes, 
Tranſerefle of cuſtome, and rebell in eaſe ; 

We falle-joy'd fools can triumphin diſeaſe, 

And {as the carelefſe Pilgrime, being bit 

By the Tarantula, begins a fic 

Of life- concluding laughter) waſt our breath 

In lavifh pleaſure, till we laugh todeath., 


Book rx. Emblemes. 33 
HuGo de anima. | 

what profit is there in vain glory, momentany mirth, the 
worlds power, the fleſhes pleaſure, full riches, noble deſcent, 
and great deſires © where is their laughter ? Where ix their 
mirih ? where their inſolence? their arrogance ? From how 
much joy to how much ſadneſſe ! After how much mirth, how 
much miſery From how great glory are they fallen to how 
great torments | What hath fallen io them, may befall thee, 
becauſe thou art a man: Thou art of earth;thou live of earth; 
thou ſhalt return to earth. Death expelteth thee every-where 3 
be wiſe therefore, and expeft death every-where, 


EP16.8$, 


What ayls the fool to laugh ? Does ſomething pleaſe 
His yain conceit ? Or is 't a mere diſeaſe ? 

Fool, giggle on, and waſt thy wanton breath ; 

T hy morning laughter breeds an cy'ning deaths 
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:|- The worlll ye ſo admire; the worl. ye fo adore. 


Fs Tourney "=> 
IX. 


| I, Jo HN 2. I7» 
The world paſſeth away , and all the lofts 
thereof. 1 


b 4 
Raw near, brave ſparks, whole ſpirits ſcorn to lighe 
Your hallow'd tapours, but at honours flame; 
You, whoſe heroick aQions take delight 
To varnifh over a new-painted name; 
Whoſe high-bred thoughts diſdain to take their flight, 
But on th* Icarian wings of babbling fame; 
Behold, how tott*ring are your gy ſtories 
Of earth, w hereon pou _s the groundwork of your gloriey 


2 
And you, more brain-ſick Lovers that can priſe 
A wanton ſmile before ecernall joyes ; 
That know no heav'n but in your Miſtrefſe eyes 5 
That feel no pleaſure but what ſenſe enjoyes : 
That can, like crown-diſtemper'd fools deſpiſe 
True riches, and like babies whine for toyes : 
T hink ye, the Pageants of your hopes are able 
| Toſtand ſecure enearth, when earth it ſelf 's unſtable ? 


Come dunghill worldlings, Lac that root like (wine, 
And caſt up golden trenches where ye come : 
Whoſe onely pleaſure is ro undermine 
And view the ſecrets of your mothers wombe: 
Come bring your Saint, pouch'd in his leather thrine, 
And ſummon all your griping Angels home, 
Behold your world, the bank of all your ſtore: 


Emblemes, 
4 
A feeble world, whoſe hot-mouth'd pleaſures tire 
Before the race ; before the ſtart, retrair 
A faithleſſe world, whoſe falle delights expire 
Before the term of half their promis'd date ; 
A fickle world, not worth the leaſt defire, 
W hcre ev'ry chance proclaims a change of State : 
A feeble, faithlefle, fickle world, wherein 
Each motion proves a vice z and ev'ry at, a in. 


5 

The beautie, that of late was in her flowre, 

Is now a ruine, not to raiſe a luſt ; 
He that was lately drench'd in Daxaes ſhowre, 

Is maſter now of neither gold nor truſt ; 
Whoſe honour late was mann'd with princely powre, 

His glory now lies buried in the duſt ; 

O who would truſt this world, or prize what *s in it, 

T hat gives and takes, and chops and changes ev'ry minit ! 
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Nor mg of dayes, nor ſolid ſtrength of brain 
Can find a place wherein to reſt ſecure 3 
The world is various, and the earth is vain : 
There 's nothing certain here, there 's nothing ſure : 
We trudge, we travel but from pain to pain, 
And what's our onely grief 's onr onely cure : 
The wcrld *s a torment ; he that would endeayer 


To find the way to reſt, muſt ſeek the way to leave her. 
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Behold, the world is withered in it ſelf, yet floariſbeth ix 
our hearts; every where death, every where grief, every where 
deſolation: Onevery ſide weare ſmitten ; on every ſide filled 
with bitterneſſe, and yet with the bliad miad of carnall deſire 
we love ber bitterneſſe : 1t flieth, and we follow it 3 it faileth, 
Jet we ſlick to it : And becauſe we 5annot enjoy it fallen, we 
fallwith it, and enjoy it, ſallen. 


EP1G, 9. 


If Fortune hale, or envious Time but ſpurn, 

The world turns round ; and with the world weturn : 
When Fortune ſees, and Lynxz-ey'd Time is blind, 

I'll rruſt cruſt thy joyes, Q world ; rill then, the wind. 
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X. 


JounN 8. 44. 


Te are of your father the devil, and the Iuſts 
of your father ye will as. 


Ere 's your right ground : wagge gently o'r this black ; 
H 'Tisa bs call zy are _— & jack. | 
Rub, rub an inch or two ; two crowns to one 
On this bouls fide : blow wind, 't is fairly thrown : 
T he next boul *s worſe that comes, come boul away ; 
Mammon, you know the ground untutour'd, play; 
Your laſt was gone, a yard of ftrength well ſpar'd, 
Had touch's the block; your hand is {till roo hard. 
Brave paſtime, Readers, ro conſume that day, 
Which without paſtime flies t00 ſwift away ! 
See how they labour ; as if day and night 
Were both too ſhort to ſerve their looſe delight : 
See how their curved bodies wreath, and skrue 
Such antick ſhapes as Protexs never knew : 
One raps an oath, another deals a curſe ; 
He never better boul'd ; this never worſe : 
One rubs his itchlefle elbow, ſhrugs and laughs, 
The tother bends his beetle-browes, and chafes : 
Sometime they whoop, ſometimes their Stygian cries 
Send their black-Santos to the bluſhing skies : 
Thos mingling humours in a mad confuſion, 
They make bad Premiſes, and worſe Concluſion 2 
But where's the Palm that Fortunes hand allowes 
To blefc the vitours honourable browes ? Bn nt 
D Comeg 
/ 


42 Emblemes; Book. 
Come, Reader, come 3 I'll light thine eye the way 

To view the Prize, the while the gameſters play : 
Cloſe by the jack, behold, gill fortune ftands 

T'« wave the game; ſee, in her partiall hands 
The glorious garland 's held in open ſhow, 

To chear the Lads, and crown the Conq'rours brow, 
The world 's the jack ; the gameſters that contend, 

Are Cupid, Mammon : that judicious Friend, 
T hat gives the ground, is Satar ; and the boules 

Are finfull thoughts : the Prize, a crown for fools. 
Who breathes that Cog not ? what bold tongue can ſay 

Without a bluſh, he hath not boul'd to day * 
It is the trade of man 3 and every ſinner 

Has plaid his rubbers : Every ſoule 's a winner. 
The vulgar Proverb 's croſt : He hardly can 

Be a good bouler and an honeſt man. 
Good God, turn thou my Brazil thoughts a new 3 


New ſole my boules, and make their bias true : 
T'll ceaſe to game, till fairer ground be given, 
Nor with to winne untill the mark be heaven. 


S. BxERNARD 
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S. BERNARD lib. de Confid. * 


O you Sonnes of Adam, you covetous generation,what bave 
yeto.do with earthly riches, which are neither true, nor yourSe 
Gold\and ſilver are reall earth, red and white, which the 
onely errour of man makes ,or rather reputes,pretious : In ſhort, 
if they he yours carry them with you. 

S. HitrROME. in Ep., 

0 Luft, thou inferuall fire, whoſe fuell is gluttony ; whoſe 
flame is pride; whoſe ſparkles are wanton words ; whoſe [moke 
us bnfamie ; whoſe aſhes are uncleanneſſe ; whoſe end # hell. 


U 
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Mammon well follow'd : (upid bravely led ; 

Both Touchers; equall Fortune makes a dead : 

No reed can meaſure where the conqueſt lies ; 

Take my adviſc _—_— Prizes 
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EentSIANS 23.2, 


| Te walked according to the courſe of this 
world, according to the Prince of the 


I 


Whither will this mad-brain world at laſt 
Be driv'n ? where will her reſtleſſe wheels arive ? 
Why hurries on her 11|-match'd payte fo faſt ? 
O whither means her furious groom to grive ? 
What ? will her rambling fits be never paſt ? 
For ever ranging ? never once retrive ? 
Will earths perpetual] projet nerexpire ? 
Her Team continuing in their freſh careirez 
And yet they never reſt, and yet they never tire. 
© T7 
Sols hot-mouth'd ſteeds, whoſe noftrils vomit flame, 
And brazen lungs belch forthquoridian fire, | | 
Their twelve houres task perform'd, grow ſtiffe and lame, 
And their-immorrall ſpirits faint and tire : | 
At th' azure mountains foot their labours daim 
T he priviledge of reft, where they retire - 
To quench their burning fetlogks, and to-fteep 
T heir flaming noſtrils in the weſtern deep, ” ' N 
And freſh their tired ſoules with trength-reſtoring fleep- 
= But 
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3 
But theſt prodigious hackneyes, baſely got 
"T wixt men and devils, made for race nor flight, 
. Can drag the idle world, expeRing not 
The bed of reſt, but travel with delight z 
Whoneither weighing way, nor weather, trot 
Throngh duſt and dirt, and droyl both night and day ; 
Thus droyl theſe fiends incarnate, S__ free pains 
Are fed with dropſies and venerial blains. 
No need to uſe the whip ; but ſtrength, to rule the rains, 


4 
Poore captive world | How has thy lightnefle given 
A juſt occaſion to thy foes illuſion f | 
O, how art thou berray*d,thus fairly driven 
In ſeeming triumph to thy own confuſion ? 
How is thy empty univerſe bereaven 
Of all true joyes, by one falſe Joyes deluſion ? 
So have IL ſeen an unblown virgin fed 
With ſagar'd words ſo full, that ſhe is led 
A fair attended Bride to a falſe Bankruprs bed, 


5 
Pull, gracious Lord ; Let not thine Arm forſake 
The world, impounded in her own deviſes ; 

T hink of that pleaſure that thou once didſt take 
Amongſt the Lillies and [weet Beds of ſpices. 
Hale ſtrongly, thou whoſe hand has pow'r to {lake 

The ſwift-foot fury of ten thouſand vices ; 
Let not that duſt-devouring Dragon boaſt, 
His craft has wonne, what aka Lion loſt ; 
Remember what it cray dg Recount the price it coſt. 


Is1DoR, 
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Is1Dor. lib. 1, De ſummo bono. HR: 


By how much the nearer Satan percetveth the world t0an 
end, byſo much the more fiercely be troubleth it withyperſecu* 


"Þ. tion; that knowing himſelf is tape damned, be may get com- 


pany in bu damnation. 
CYPRIAN in ep- 
Broad and ſpations is the road to :infernal life: there are 
enticements and. death- bringing pleaſures. There the Devil 
flattereth, that be may deceive ; ſmileth, that he may enda- - 


mage ; allureth, that he may deftroy. 
—_ . 
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Nay ſoft and fair good world ; poſt not too faft ; 
Thy journeys end requires not half this haſt. = 
Ul nlefſe that arme thou ſo diſdain'ſt reprives thee, 
Alas thou needs mult go ; the _ drives thees 
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X II. 
Is alan 66.1I. 


Ye may ſuck, but not be ſatisfied with the breaſt 
of hex conſolation. 


[4 i ? 0 


Hat never fill'd ? Be thy lips skrew'd-ſo faſt (thee: 
To th earths full breaſt? For ſhame, for ſhame unſciſe 
Thou tak'ſt a ſurfer where thou fhould*ſt burtraſt, 
And mak too much nor half enough to pleaſe thee. 
Ah fool, forbear ; Thou ſwallow'ſt at one breath 
Both food & poyſon down ; thou draw it both milk & death. 


2 


The ub'rous breaſts, when fairly drawn, repaſt 
The thriving infant with their milkie flood, 
But being ovcrſtrain'd, return art laſt 
Unwholſome gulps compos'd of wind and bloud. 
A mod*rate uſe does both repaſt and pleafe 
Who ſtrains bey ond a mean draws in and gulps diſcales 


3 
But, O that mean whoſe good the leaſt abuſe 
Makes bad, is too too hard to be direed : 
Can thorns bring grapes, or crabs a pleaſing juyce ? 
There's nothing wholſome, where the whole *s_infeed, 
Unſeiſe thy lips : Earths milk 's a rip'ned core 
T hat drops from her diſaſe, that matters from her ſore, 


i 
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4 
Think thou that paunch that burlycs out thy coat, 
Is thriving fat ; or fleſh, that ſeems ſo brawny ? 
Thy paunch 1s dropficd and thy cheeks are bloat ; 
Thy lips are white and thy complexion tawny ; 
Thy $kin 's a bladder blown with watry tumours ; 


Thy fleſh a trembling bog, a quagmire full of humours. 


5 
And thou whoſe thriveleſſe hands are ever ſtraining 
Earths fluent breaſts into anempty five, 
Thar alwayes haſt, yet alwayes art complaining, 
Aud whin'ft for more then earth has pow'r to give; 
Whoſe treaſure flowes and flees away as faſt; 
That ever haſt, and haft, yer haſt not what thou haſt : 


6 


Go chooſe a ſubſtance, fool, that will remain 
Within the limits of thy leaking meaſure 3 
Or elſe go ſeek an urne that will retain 
The liquid body of thy {lipp'ry treaſure : 
Alas, how poorely are thy labours crown'd ? 
Thy liquour 's neither ſcet, nor yet thy veſlel ſound 


7 
What lefle then foel is Man, to prog and plot, 
And laviſhout the cream of all his _ 
To gain poore ſeeming goods, which, being gots 
Make firm n poſſi ut a thorow-fare 'B 
Orift y, they furrow thoughts the deeper, 
And being kept with care, they looſe their carcfull keeper. 


$. Gaze, 
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S, GxE6, Hom. 3. ſecund. parte Ezech, 

If we gieve more to the then we ought, we nauriſh ax 
enemy ; If we give not to ber neceſſity what we ought, we 
deſtroy a catizen : The fliſh is to be ſatisfied ſo farre as ſuffices” 
fo our good ; whoſoever alloweth ſd much to ber as to make ber 
proud, knoweth not bow to be ſatisfied To be ſatisfied is a 
great art ; leaft by the ſatietie of the fleſh we break forth into 
the iniquitie of ber folly. , 

HuGo de Anima. 

The beart is a ſmall thing, but deGreth great matters: It us 
not ſufficient for a Kites dinner, yet the whole world i not 
ſufficient ſor a. | N= 
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nd i; EPIG6. 12. 
\What makes-thee fool, ſo fat ? Fool, thee ſo bare ? 
Ye ſuck the ſclfofame milk, the ſelf-Came aire : 

Na mean berwixt all paunch, and skin and bone ? 


The mean *s a vertue, and the world has none. 


car amor: 
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XIIT. 


Joun 3. 19. 


Men love darkneſſe rather then light, becauſe 
their deeds are evil, 


Ord, when we leave the world and come to Thee, 
How dull, how flug are wee ! 
How backward ! how prepoſterous is the motion 
| Of our ungain devotion | 
Our thoughts are miltones, and our ſouls are lead, 
And our defires are dead : 


| Our yowes are fairly promiv'd, faintly paid ; 


Or broken, or not made : Rk” 
Our better work (if any good) atrends R 
Upon our private ends : = RE 
In whoſe performance one poore worldly ſcoff 
Foyls us, or bears us off, 
Tf thy ſharp ſcourge find out ſome ſecret fault,” 
| We grumble or revolt : 
And if thy gentle hand forbear, we ſtray, 
Oc idly loſe the way. 
Is the xoad fair ? we loyter : cloggd with mire ? 
We ſtick, or ellc retire : 
A lamb appears alyon ; and we feare, 
Each buſh we ſee 's a bear. 
When our dull ſouls dirc& their thoughts to thee, + 
The foft-pac'd ſnayl is not fo flow as we : : 
But when at earth we dart our wing'd defire, 
We burn, we burn like fire, . 


Like 
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Like as the am*rous needle joyes to bend 

To her Magnerick friend : 
Ocr.as the greedy Lovers eye-balls flye 

At his fair Miſtres eye : 
So, ſo we cling to earth ; we flie and puff, 

| Yer flie not faſt enough, 

If pleaſure becken with her balmy hand, 

Her beck 'sa " fron command : 
If honour call us with her courtly breath, 

An houres delay is death : 
If profits golden finger'd charms enveigle *s, 

We clip more ſwift then Eagles : 
Let Auſter weep, or bluſtring Boread rore 

Till eyes or lungs be ſore : 
Let Neptune ſwell untill his dropfie-lides 

Burſt into broken tides : | 
Nox threat'ning rocks, nor winds, nor waves, nor fire 

Can curb our fierce defire 3 
Nor fire nor rocks can ſtop our furious minds, 

Nor waves, nor winds. 
How faſt and fearelfl: do our footſteps flee! 
The lightfoot Roc-buck 's not ſo ſwift as we. 


S, AuGusrT. 


Emblems,  _[5s$ 
S. Aucusr. ſup. Plal. 64. 

Two ſeverall Lovers built twoſeverall Cities ; The love 
of God buildeth a Feruſalem ; The love of the world buildeth 
a Babylon : Let every one enquire of himſelf what be loueth, 
and be ſhall reſolve himſelf of whence be is a Citizen. 

S. Aucusr. lib. 3, Confefl. 

All things are driven by their own weight, and tend to 
tbeir own center : My weight is my love ; by that 1 am driven 
whitherſoever I am driven. Ree 6 

Ibidem, 5h 
Lord, be loveth thee the leſſe, that loveth any thing with 
thee, which be loveth nat for thee. | & 


Book r. 


j EPIG. 13, | IN q 
Lord, (courge my Aﬀe if ſhe ſhould male ao haft, _ 
And curb my Stag if he ſhould flic too faſt 2..::, ® 
If he be over{wife, or ſhe&prove idle, VEG” 
Let Love lend him a ſpur : Fear, her, a bridle, 
er 1 
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XIV. 


; ORIEL / 
feitee FVEAXaAe AN. . 


Wi ——_ ruſprit 


Book 1. Fadlindi uf 
XIV. 


Psa1M 13. 3. 


Lighten mine eyes, O Lord, left I ſleep the 
ſleep of aeath. | 


W.VA 'tne'r be morning ? Will that promis'd light 
Ne'r break, and clear theſe cloudsof night ? 
Sweet Pboſpber, bring the day, 
Whoſe conqu'ring ray 


May chaſe theſe fogs ; Sweet Phyj 5:47, bring the day, 


How long © how long ſhall theſe benighted eyes 
Languith in ſhades, like feeble flies 
ExpeRing Spring ! How long ſhall darknefle ſoyl 
The face of earth, and thus agus 
Our ſouls of ſprightfull a&ion f when will day 
Begin to dawn, whoſe new-born ray 
May g1ld the wether- cocks of our deyotion, 
And give our unſoul'd ſouls new motion ? 
Sweet Phoſpber, bring the day, 
Thy light will fray | 
Theſe horrid miſts';:Sweet Phoſpber, bring the day. 


Let thoſe kave night, that ſlily love & immore 
Their-cloyſter'd crimes, and finne ſecure 3 

Let thoſe have night, that bluſh to let men know 
The baſenefle they ne'r bluſhro do z 

Let thoſe haye night, that loye to take a nap 
And loll in Ignorances lap; 
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Let thoſe whoſe eyes, like Ouls, abhorre the light, 
Let thoſe have night that Love the night : 
Sweet Phoſpher, bring the day 3 
How ſad delay 
Afflis dull hopes ! Sweet Phoſpber, bring the day. 


Alas ! my light invain-expeRing eyes 
_ Can find no Obyjedts but whar riſe 
From this poore morall blaze, a dying ſpark 

Of Vulcans forge, whoſe flames are dark 
And dangerous, a dull blew burning light, ; 

As actotly as the night : 
Here *s all the Sunnes, that bliſter in the Sphere 

Of earth : Ah me | what comfort's here ? 

Sweet Phoſpher, bring the day ; 
Haſte, haſte away 

Heav'ns loytring lamp 3 Sweet Phoſpher, bring the day. 


Blow, Tgnorance:O thou, whoſe idle knee 
Rocks earth int#a Lethargie, 
And with thy ſootic fingers haſt bedight 
The worlds fair cheeks, blow, blow thy ſpite ; 
Since thou haſt pufft our greater T apour, do 
Puffe on, and out the lefler too : 
If ere that breath-exiled flame return, 
Thou haſt not blown, as it will barn : 
Sweet Phoſpher, bring the day ; 
Light will repay 
The wrongs of night : Sweet Phoſpher, bring the day. 


S. Aucusr, 


rj Book 2. Emblemes. 39 
| S. AucuST, in Joh. ſer, 19. 

' Godic all to thee: 1f thou be hungry, he is bread ; If thirſty, 
he is water ; If in darkneſſe, he is light ; If naked, he is arobe 
of unmortalitie. | 
ALanus de conq. nat. 

God 15 a light that is never darkned; An unwearied life, 
that cannot dre ; a fountain alwayes flowing ; a garden of bfe ; 
a ſeminary of wiſdome, a radicall beginning f all goodnefſe, 


EP1G@. 11, 


My ſoul, if Tgnorance puffe out this light, 
Shee Il do a no that intends a ſpight : 
'T ſeems dark abroad 5 but take this light away, 


Thy windowes will diſcover break a day. 
: k 3 
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DIS Artrea reaguit. 
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| XV. 


REevErtatlion It 12. 


The Devil i come unts you, having great 
wrath, becauſe he knoweth that he hath but 
4 ſhort time. 


I 


| | canſt thou ſee and ſuffer ? is thy hand 
Still bound to th'peace?Shall earths black Monarch take - 
A full poſſeſſion of thy waſted land, ? 
O, will thy ſlumb'ring vengeance never wake, 
Till full-ag'd law-refiſting Cuſtome ſhake 
Thepillours of thy right by falſe command ? 
Unlock thy clouds, great Thund'rer, and come down 
Behold whoſe Temples wear thy ſacred Crown 3 
Redrefle, redrefle our wrongs 3 revenge, reyenge thy owNe 


2 


See how the bold Uſurper mounts the ſear 
Of royall Majeſty ; How overſtrawing 
Perils with pleaſure, pointing ey'ry threat 
With bu _ death, by torments oyer-awing 
Thy frighted ſubjects ; or by favours drawing 
Their tempted hearts to his _— retreat z 
Lord, canſt thou be ſo mild ? and he ſo bold ? 
Or can thy flocks be thriving ,when the fold 
Is govern'd by a Fox ? Lord, canſt thou ſee and hold ? 
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That ſwift-wing'd Advocate that did commence 
Our welcome ſuits before the King of kings, 
Thar ſweet Embaſſadour, that hurries hence 
What ayres th' harmonions ſoul or ſighs or (ings, 
See how ſhe flutters with her idle wings 3 
Her wings are clipt, and eyes put out by fenſe : 
Senſe conq ring Faith is now grown blind and cold, 
And baſely cravend, that in times of old ; 
Did conquer Heavy n it ſelf, do what th' Almightie could. » 


4 
Bchold how Jouble Fraud does ſcourge and tcar 
Aſtreas wounded fides, plough'd up and rent 
With knotted cords, whole fury has no eare ; ' 
See how ſhe ſtands a pris'ner to be ſent, 
A ſlave, into eternall baniſhment, 
I know not whither, O, I-know not where : 
Her Patent muſt be cancell'd in diſgrace 
And ſweet-lipe Fraud, with her divided face, 
Muft a& A4ſizeas part, mult take Aſt7zas place. 


5 
Faiths pineons clipt ? And fair Aſtra gone ? | 
Quick-ſeeing Faith now blind 2 And Fuſtice ſee ? 
Has 7«ſtice now found wings ? and has Faith none 2 
What do we here ? who would not with to be 
Difſoly'd from earth, and with 4ſtrea flee 
From this blind dungeon to that Sunne-bright Thror: ? 
Lord, is thy Scepter loſt, or laid afide ? 
Is hell broke l6oſe, and all her Fiends unticd ? 
Lord, riſe and rowze, and rule and cruſh their furious pride. 


PETR, 


r-Þ Book 1. Emblemes.. xX 
PETR. Rav. in Math, 


The Devil us the authour of evil, the fountain of wicked- 
neſſe, the adverſary of the truth, the corrupter of the world, 
mans perpetuall enemy ; he planteth ſnares, diggeth ditches, 
ſpurreth bodies, be goadeth ſouls, be ſuggeſieth thoughts, 
belcheth anger, expoſeth vertues to batred, maketh vices be- 
loved, ſoweth mn: woe hee coatention, difturbeth peace, 
. and ſcattereth affettuons. ih 

MaACaR. 

Let us ſuſſer with thoſe that ſuffer, and be cracified with 
thoſe that are crucified, that we may be glorified with thoſt 
that are glorified. .. Ty 


| SAVANAR; <X 
| If there be: no-:enemy, #0 fight”; if u0 fight, no wattorie; 
if no vidtoryagramne” oo Y IN 
dc <A rc F 8. 
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EPI1G. 150 
My ſoul, fit thou a patient looker an 
Judge not the Play before the Play is done : > 


Her Plot has many changes : Every day | 
Speaks a new Scene ; the laft aR crowns the Plays 
E 4 
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- 


JH - 
Sic lumme lumen ademptum . 


| ® 


ISALAH 5O. Ihe 
You that walk in the light of your own fire, 


and in the ſparks that ye have kindled, ye 


ſhall lie down in ſorrow. 


I 
O, filly Cupid, ſnuffe and trimme 
D Thy falſe, thy feeble light, 


And make her ſclf-confoming flames mare bright ; 


Me thinks ſhe burns too dimme. 

Is this that ſprightly fire, 
Whofe more then ſacred beams inſpire 
The raviſht hearts of men, and fo ry ea defire ? 


2 
See, Boy, how thy unthriftie blaze 
Conlumes , how faſt ſhe wains ; 
She ſpends her ſelf, and her, whoſe wealth maintains 
Her weak, her idle rayes. 
Cannor thy luſtfull blaft, 
Which gave it luſter, make it laſt ? * 
Whar heart can long be pleas'd, where pleaſure ſpends fo faſt? 


3 
Go, Wanton, place thy paic-#ac'd light 
Where never breaking day 
Intends to viſit mortalls, or diſplay 
Thy fullen ſhades'of night : 
Thy Torch will burn more clear 
In nights un-Titan'd Hemiſphere ; 


Heay'ns ſcornfull flames and thine can neyer co-appear. 


bat Lv ; 
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In vain thy buſic hands addrefle 
T heir labour to diſplay 
T hy ealie blaze within the verge of day 
; The greater drowns the lefle: 
If Heav'ns bright glory ſhine, 
Thy glim'ring ſparks muſt needs reſigne ; | 
Puffout hcay'ns glory then, or heav'n will work out thine. 


$ 
Go, (upids rammith Pander, go, 
Whole dull, whole low defire 
Can find ſufficient warmth from Natures fire, 
Spend borrow*'d breath, and blow, 
Blow wind, made ſtrong with ſpite ; 
When thou haſt pufft the greater light, 
Thy lefler (park may ſhine, and warm the new-made nigh: . 


6 


Deluded mortalls, tell me when 
Your daring breath has blown 
Heay'ns Tapour out, and you have ſpent your own, 
Whar fire ſhall warm ye then f 
Ah fools, perpctuall night 
Shall haunt your fouls with Stygian fright, 


Where they ſhall boy] in flames, but flames ſhall bring no 


S. Aucusr, 


| Book 3, Emblemes. 67 © 
S. AuGusST. 
T he ſufficiency of my merit is to know that my merit is not 


Kfficient. 
Juſs S. GkEG., Mor. 25, 


By how much the leſſe man ſeeth bimſelf, by ſo much the 
leſſe he diſpleaſeth himſelf ; And by bow much the more be 
ſeeth the light of Grace, by ſo much the more be diſdainetb 
the light of nature. 

S, GrEG, Mor. 


The light of the uaderſianding humulitie kindleth, and pride 
copereth. 


| EpP16. 1. 
Thou blowſt heav'ns fire, the whil'ſt thou goeſt about, 


Rebellious fool, in vain to blow it out : 
Thy folly addes confulion to thy death 


. 


Heay'ns fire confounds, when fann'd with Follies breath. 


2D. 


(Done- ttm expleat oabem . 
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IL. 


EccLlnt. 4-8 


There i no end of all his labour, neither « his 
eye ſatisfied with riches. 


How our wid'ned arms can over-ſtretch 

Their own dimenſions ! How our hands can retch 
Beyond their diſtance | How our yielding breaſt 
Can ſhrink, to be more full, and full ofeſ 
Of this inferiour Orb ! How earthreftin'd 
Can cling to ſordid earth ! How kind to kind ! 
We gape, we graſp, we gripe, adde ſtore to ſtore z 
Enough requires too much ; roo much craves mores 
We charge our ſouls ſo fore beyond their ſtint, 
That we recoyl or burſt : The buſie Mint 
Of our laborious thoughts is ever going, 
And coyning new defires ; defires, not knowing 
Where next to pitch, but like the boundlefle Ocean 
Gain, and gain ground, and groiy more ſtrong by motions 
The pale-fac'd Lady of the black-ey'd night 
Firſt rips her horned browes with eafie light, 
Whoſe curious train of ſpangled Nymphs attire 
Her next nights glory with encreaſing fire ; 
Eachev'ning addes more luſter, and adorns 
The growing beauty of her graſping horns : 
She ſucks and draws her brothers golden ſtore 
Unrill her glutted Orb can ſuck no more, 
Ev'n ſo the Vultur of inſatiate minds 
Still wants, and wanting (ecks, and ſeeking finds 
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N:w fewel to encreaſe her ray'nous fire, 
The grave is ſooner cloyd then mens defire : 
We crofle the ſeas, and *midſt her waves we burn, 
Tranfporting lifes, perchance that ne'r return; 
We ſack, we ranſack to the utmoſt ſands 
Of native kingdomes, and of forrein lands ; 
We trayel ſea and ſoyl, we pry, we proul, 
We progreſſe, and we prog from pole to pole ; 
We ſpcnd our mid-day (ſweat, our mid-night oyl, 
We tire the night in thought, the day in toy]: 
We make Art (ervil, and the Trade gentile, 
(Yet beth corrupted with ingenious guile) 
Tocompaſle carth 3 and with her empty ſtore 
To fill our arms, and graſp one handiull more; 
Thus ſeeking reſt, our labours never ceaſc, 
But as our years, our hot deſires encreaſe : 
Thus we, poore little Worlds ! (with bloud and ſweat) 
In vain attempt to comprehend the great ; 
Thus, in our gain, become we gaintull loſers, 
And what's enclos'd, encloſes the encloſers. 
Now Reader, cloſe thy book, and then adviſe : 
Be wiſely worldly, be not worldly wiſe 3 
Let not thy nobler thoughts be alwayes raking 
The worlds baſe Junghi z vermin *s took by taking : 
| Take heed thou truſt not the deceirfull lap 
Of wanton Dallab ; The world 's a trap. 


Hu&o 


Book 2. Emblemes. I 
HuG6o de Anima, 


Tell me where be thoſe now that ſq lately loved and bugg'd 
the world ? Nothing remaineth of them but duſt and worms : 
Obſerve what thoſe men were ; what thoſe men are © They 
were like thee; they did eat, drink, laugh, and led mere . 
ry dayes, and in « moment ſlipt into hell. Hcre their fleſb is 
food for worms ; there, their ſouls are fewell for fire, till they 
ſhall be rejoyned in an unhappy fellowſhip, and caſt into eter- 
nall torments 3 where they that were once companions in bunts 
ſhall be hereafter partners in puniſhment. 


EP1G. 2. 
Gripe, Cupid, and gripe ſtill untill that wind, 
Thar *s pent before, nd ſecret vent behind : 
And when thaſt done, hark here, I tel! thee wh at, 
Before I 1 truſt thy armfull, I 'll truſt thats 
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III. 


Jos 18.8. 


He # caſt into anet by his own feet, and walk- 
th upon a ſnare. 6 WE 


I 


Hat ?nevs and quiver too ? what need there all 
T hele flie devices to betray poore men ? 
Die they not faſt enough, when thouſands fall 
Before thy dart ? what need theſe engines then ? 
Attend they nor, and anſwer to thy 4 
Like nightly | 19 Wd: thou lift and when ? 
What needs a {tratageme where ſtrengthcan ſway ? | 
Or what need ſtrength compel}, where none gainſay'? 
Or what need ſtratageme or ſtrength, where hearts obey ? 


z 


Husband thy fleights : It is but vain towaſt 
Honey on thoſe that will be catcht with gall ; | 
Thou canſt not, ah ! thou canſt not bid fo faſt * 
As men obey : thou arr more ſlow to call, 
Then they to come; thou canſt not make ſuch haſt - 
To ftrike, as they being ſtruck make haſt rofall. / 
Go ſave thy nets for that rebellious heart >, 
Thar ſcorns thy pow'r, and has obtein'd the ary 
T ayoid thy flying ſhaft, to qunet thy fi'ry dart, 
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Loſt mortall, how is thy deſtruQion ſure, 
Between two bawds, and both without remorſe ! 
The one *s a Line, the tother is a Lure ; 
This, to entice thy ſoul ; that, to enforce : 
Way-laid by both, how canſt thou ſtand ſecure ? 
T bat draws, this wooes thee to th' eternall curſe. 
O charming tyrant, how haſt thou betool'd 
And flav'd poore man, that would nor if he could 
Avoid thy line, thy lure ; nay could not, if he would ! 


: 4 
Alas thy ſweet perfidious voyce betrayes 
His wanton ears with thy Sirenian baits 3 
Thou wrapp | his eyes in miſts, then boldly layes 
Thy Lethall gins before their cryſtall gates 3 
Thou lock'ſt up ev'ry Senſe with thy falle keyes, 
All willing pris'ners to thy cloſe deceits ; 
His eare moſt nimble where it deaf ſhould be, 
His eye moſt blind where moſt it ought to ſee, (free. 
And when his heart 's moſt bound, then thinks it ſelf moſi 


5 

Thou grand Tmpoſtour, how haſt thou obtein'd 

The wardſhip of the world ! Are all men turn'd 
Idiots and lunaticks ? are all retein'd 

Beneath thy ſervile bands ? Is none return'd 
To his forgotten ſelf ? Has none regain'd 

His ſenſes ? Are their ſenſes all adjourn'd ? 

What none diſmiſt thy Court ? will no plump fee 
 Bribethy falſe fiſts to make a glad decree, 
 unfool whom thou haſt fool'd, and ſet thy pris'ners free ? 


S, BERN, 
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S. BERN, in Ser. - 

In this world i much treacherie, little truth ; here, all 
things are traps ; bere, every thing is beſet with ſnares ; here 
ſouls are endanger'd, bodies are af flified ; here all things are 
vanity, and vexation of ſpirit, 
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EP16G. 3. 
Nay Cupid, pitch thy trammil where thou pleaſe, 
Thou canſt not fail to take ſuch fiſh as theſe ; 
Thy thriving ſpert will ne'r be ſpent : no need 
To fear when cv'ry cork's a world thou 'lt ſpeed, 
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IV. 


T hey ſhall be as #he chaff that s driven with 
a whirlwind out of the floere, and as the 
ſmoke ont of the chimney, | 


| Sprontlewnacga Stoicks, you, whoſe marble eyes 
Contemne a wriackle, and whoſe ſouls deſpiſe 
To follow Natures too affeced fafhion, 

Or travel m the Regent-walk of Paſſion z 

Whoſe rigid hearts diſdain to ſhrink ar fears, 

Or play at faſt and looſe withſmiles and tears 5 
Come, burft yourſpleens with laughter to behold 
A new found vanitie, which dayes of old 

Ne'r knew : a vanitie, that his beſet 

The world, and made more ſlaves then Mabomet : 
That has condeman'd us to the ſervile yoke 

Of ſlavery, and made us ſlaves to ſmoke, 

But ſtay ! why tax I thus our modern times, 

For new-born follies, and for new-born crimes e 
Are we ſole guiltie, and the firſt age free ? 

No, they were (mok'd and {lav'd as well as we : * 


But very ſmoke? And what more (mgke then pleaſure ? 
Alas : they 're all but ſhadows, fumes and blaſts ; 
That yanithes, this fades, the other ; 


Thereſtlefle Merchant, he that loves to ſeep 


His brains in wealth, and layes his ſoul to ſleep + 
; F 3 In 
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In bags of Bullion, ſees th' immortall Crown, 

E-. And fain would mount, burIngots keep him down : 
He brags to day, perchance, and begs to morrow ; 
He lent but now, wants credit now to borrow : 

Blow winds, the treaſures gone, the merchant*s broke ; 
A ſlave to fil ver *s but a {lave ro ſmoke. 
Behold the Glory-vying child of fame, 
That from deep wounds ſucks forth an honour'd name, 

T har-rthinks no purchaſe worth the ſtyle of good, 

But what is ſold for ſweat, and ſeal'd with bloud; 

That for a, point, a blaſt of emprie breath, 

-Undaunted gazes in the face of death ; 

Whoſe rag, ek bubble, fll'd with vein renown, 
Breaks with a phillop, or a Gen'rals frown : 

His ſtroke-got Honour ſtaggers with a ſtroke ; 

A ſlave to Honour is a ſlave to ſmoke. ; 

And that fond foul which waſts his idle dayes 
Tn looſe delights, and ſports about the blaze 
Of (upids candle z he that dayly (pies 
Twin habies in his miſtrefle Geminies, 

Whereto his fad devotion does impart 

The ſweet burnt-offering of a bleeding heart : 

See, how his wings arc ling'd in Cyprian fire, 

Whoſe flames contume with youth, in age expire : 

The world 's a bubble ; all the pleaſures in it, 

Like morning vapours, vaniſh in a minit : 

The vapours vaniſh, and the bubble 's broke 

A ſlave to pleaſure is a ſlave to ſmoke. 

Now, Stoick, ceaſe thy laughter, and repaſt 

Thy pickled cheeks with tears, and weep as faſt. 


S, HikrON, 
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S. HiBRON. 

That rich man is great, who thinketh not himſelf great, be- 
cauſe be is rich: the proud man (who is the poore man)braggetb 
outwardly, but beggeth inwardly : be & blown up, but not full, 

| PETR, Rav. 

Vexation and anguiſh accompany riches and honour : The 
pomp of the world and the favour of the people are but ſmoke, 
and a blaſt ſuddenly vaniſmng : which zf they commonly pleaſe, 
commonly bring repentance, and for a minute of joy, they briag 
an age of ſorrow, . 


EP10G. 4 
Cupid, thy diet 's ſtrange : It dulls, it rowzes, 
It cools, it heats, it binds, and then it looſes ; 
Dull-ſprightly-cold-hot fool, if ey'r it winds thee 
Into ln once take heed, it bigds thee, 
| F 4 
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Wilt thou ſet thine eyes upon that which 1s 
not ? for riches make themfelves wings, 
they flie away as an Eagle. 


I 


yum world, thou lyſt : Thou canſt not lend 
«The leaſt delight : 

Thy favours cannot gain a Friend, 

They areſo ſlight : 
Thy morning pleaſures make an end 

To pleaſe at night: 
Poore are the wants ws thou ſupply'ſ, 
And yet thou vaunt'ſt, and yet thou yy*ſt 
With heav'nz Fond carth thou boaſts ; falſe world thou lyſt. 


- 
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Thy babbling tongue tels golden tales 

Of endlefle treaſure; 
Thy bountie offers eaſe ſales 

Ot laſting pleaſure ; 
Thou ask'ſ the Conſcience what the ails, : 

And ſwear'ſt to eaſe her ; "” 
There *s none can want where thou ſupply : | 
There 's none can give where thou deny it. 
Alas, fond world thou boaſts; falſe world thou ly, _ 
[Yak 
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What well adviſcd care regards 
What carth can ſay 2 
Thy words are gold, but thy rewards 
- Are painted clay ; 
Thy cunning can bur pack the cards ; 
T hou canſt not play: 


Thy game at weakeſt , ſtill thou vy' i 3 
Tf icen, and then revy'd, deny'Rt ; 
Thou art not what thou ſeem'Kt : falſe world, thou ly*f. 


4 
Thy tinfil boſome ſeems a mint 
Of new-coin'd treaſure, 
A Paradiſc, that has no ſtint, 
No change, no meaſure ; 
A painted cask, but nothing in 't, 
Nor wealth, nor pleaſure : 
Vain earth ! that falſly thus comply'ſt 
With man : Vain man ! that thus rely'it 
On earth: Vain man, thou dor'ſ : Vain earth, thou ly'(t. 


What mean dull fouls, in this high meaſure 
To haberdaſh 
In earths baſe wares, whoſe greateft treaſure 
Is drofle and traſh? 
The height of whoſe inchaunting pleaſure 
Is but a flaſh ? 
Are theſe rhe goods that thou ſupply'ſt 
Us mortalls with ? Are theſe the high'ſt ? 
Can theſe bring cordiall peace ? Falle world, thou lyſt. 


PET, 
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This world is deceitſull : Her end is doubtfull ; Her con- 
cluſron is borrible 3 Her Judge is terrible ; And ber puniſhment 


5 intolerable. | 
S. AuGusr. lib. Confeſl. 


The vain glory of this world is a deceitful ſweetneſſe, a. 
fruitleſſe labour, a perpetual fear, a dange ous bonour : Her 
beginning is without providence, and her end not without re- 
penlance. | 


EP1G, F. 
World, th' art a traytour 3 thou haſt tampt thy baſe 
And chymick metall with great (ſars face ; 
And with thy baſtard bullion thou haſt barter'd | 
For wares of price ; how juſtly drawn and quarter d ! 
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VI. 


Jos 15.31. 


Let not him that #s deceived truſt in vanitie, 
for wanitie ſhall be his recompenſe, 


I 


Elieve her not : Her glaſfſe diffuſes 
B Falſe portraitures : thou cant cſpic 
No true refle&ion : She abuſes 
Her miſ- inform?*d beholders eye 3 
Her Chryſtall *s falſly ſteeT'd : It ſcatters 
Deceittull beams. Belieye her not, ſhe flatters, 


2 


This flaring mirrour repreſerits 
No right proportion, hicw, or feature : 
Her Nos, 2? are complements ; 
They make thee fairer, goodlier, greater : 
The skilfull glofle of her refle&1on 
But paints the Context of thy courſe complexion. 


3Z 
Were thy dimenſion but a ſtride, 
Nay, wert thou ſtatur'd but a ſpan, 
Such as the long-bill'd troops defi'd, 
A very fragment of a man ; . 
Shee'll make thee Mimar, which ye will, 
The fove-ſlain tyrant, or th* Jonich hill, 
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Had ſurfets, or th* angrechn Starre 
Conlpir'd to make one common place 
Of all deformities that are 
Within the volume of thy face, 
She 'd lend thee favour ſhould out-moye 
The Trey-bane Hellen, or the Queen of Love. 


+ 3 

Were thy conſum'l eſtate as poare 

As Laxzars, or afflited 7obs: 
She *ll change thy wants to ſeeming ſtore , 

And turn thy rags to purple robes ; 

She *ll make thy hide-bound flanck appear 
As plump as theirs that feaſt ir all the yeare. 
6 


Look off ; let not thy Opticks be 
Abus'd ; thou ſeeſt nor what thou ſhould'it : 
Thy ſelf 's the Obje& thou ſhould' ſee, 
Burt 't is thy ſhadow thou behold'ſt :* 
And ſhadows thrive the more in ſtature, 


The nearer we approch the light of nature. 


7 
Where Heav'ns bright beams look more direQ, 
The ſhadow ſhrinks as they grow ſtronger - 
But when they glaunce their fair aſpeQ, 
The bold-fac'd ſhade growes larger, longer ; 
And when their lamp begins to fall. 
Th' increaſing ſhadows lengthen moſt of all, 
8 


The ſoul that ſeeks the noon of grace, 
Shrinks in, but ſwells if grace retreat 3 
As heav'n lifts up, or veils his face, 
Qur ſelf cſtcems grow lefle or great. 
The leaſt is greateſt ; and who ſhall 
Appear the greateſt are the leaſt of all. 
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In vain be lifteth up the eye of bis beart to bebold bis Gods 
who is not firſt rightly adviſed to behold bimſelf : Firſt thou 
muſt ſee the viſeble things of thy ſelf, before thou canſt be 
prepared to know the inviſible things of God, for if thou canſt 
not apprehend the things within thee, thou canſt not compre- * 
hend the things abeve thee : The beſt looking-glafſe wherein 
to ſee thy God, is perfeftly to fee thy ſelf. 


"Book 2; 


EPIiG. 6 


Be not decciy'd, great fool : There is no loſſe 

In being ſmall ; great bulks but ſwell with droſle, 
Man is heav'ns Maſter-peece : Tf it appear 
More great, the value 's lefle ; if lefle, more dear. 
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Dzurzronoky 39. I9. 


I have ſet before thee life and death, bleſins 
and curſing, therefore chooſe life, that thow 
and thy ſeed may live. 


He world *s a Floore, whoſe {welling heaps retein 
The mingled wages of the Ploughmans toyl ; 
The world 's a heap, whoſe yet unwinnowed grain - 
Is lodg'd with chaff and buried in her ſoyl ; 
All things are mixt, the uſcfull with the vain 3 . 

The good _ bad, _ —_ with = vile 3 : | 
The world *s an Ark, wherein thin 2n & 
Preſent their loflefull gain, and xintull loſle, W 

Where ey'ry dram of gold conteins a pound of drofle, 


- 
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This furniſht Ark preſents the greedy view 
With all that earth can give, or Heay'n can add ; 
Here, laſting joyes 3 here, pleaſures hourely new, 
And hourely fading, may be wiſht and had : G- 
\ All points of Honour, counterfeit and true, 4: 7 
Salute thy ſoul, and wealth both good and bad : ; 
Here maiſt thou open wide the two-leay'd doore 
Of all thy wiſhes, to receive that ſtore | 
Which being empty moſt, does I the more. 
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Come 
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Z 
Come then, my ſoul, approch this royall Burſe, 


Artd ſee what wares our great Exchange reteins ; 
Come, come z here *s that ſhall make a firm divorce 
Betwixt thy wants and thee, if want complains ; 
No need to fit in councel with thy purſe, 
Here 's nothing good ſhall coſt more price then pains : 
But O my al, eake heed if thou rely 
Upon thy faithlefle Opricks, thou wilt buy 
Too blind a bargain : know, fools onely trade by th' eye. 


4 
The we: idly wiſdome of the fooliſh man 
Is like a tieve, that does alone retein 
The grofler ſubſtance of the worthlefſe bran : . 
But thou, my ſoul, let thy brave thoughts diſdain 
So courſe a purchaſe; O be thou a fan 
To purge the chaff, and keep the winnow'd grain : 
Make clean thy thoughts, and drefſe thy mixt deſires, 
Thou art Heav'ns tasker ; and thy God requires 
T he pureſt of thy floore, as well as of thy fires. 


5 
Let grace condu& thee to the paths of peace, 
And wildome blefle thy ſouls unblemiſht wayes, 
No matter then, how ſhort or long''s the leaſe, 
Whoſe date determins thy felf-numbred dayeg . 
No need to care for wealths or fames increaſe, 
Nor Mars hes Palm, nor high Apollo's Bayes, 
Lord, if thy gracious bountie pleaſe to 611 
The floore of my defires, and teach meskill 
Todrcife and chute the corn, take thoſe the chaff that will. 


S. Aucusr, 


Book 2 


S. AucusrT. lib, r. de doR. Chriſti, 
Temporall things more raviſh in the expefation,then in fru- 
ition : but things eternall more in the fruition they expefiation, 
Ibidem. 
The liſe of man is the middle between Angels and beaſts: If 


man takes pleaſure in carnall things, be is compared to beaſts ; - 
but if be delights in ſpirituall things, be is ſnited with Angels» 
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EP1G. 7y 
Art thou a child ? Thou wilt not*then be fed; 
But like a child, and with the childrens bread : 
But thou art fed with chaff, or corn undreſt : 
My foul thou ſavour'ſt roo. much of the beaſt. 
G3 
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VIII. 


PuriLllyePetlaNsS 1319. 


They mind earthly things, but our conver- 
ſation u in Heaven. 


Venus. Div. Cupid, 


Ven. Hat means this peeviſh brat ? Whiſh, lullaby, 
What ails my babe ? whart ails my babe to cry ? 

Will nothing Rill it ? will ir neither be | 
| Pleagd with the nurſes breaſt nor mothers knee ? 
What ails my bird ? what moves my froward boy 
- To make ſuch whimp'ring faces ? Peace, my joy : 

Will nothing do ? Come, com, this pettiſh brat, 

Thus cry and bawl, and cannot tell for what ? 

Come bufle and friends, my lambe z whiſh, lullaby, 

What ails my babe ? what ails my babe to cry ? 

Peace, peace my dear; alas, thy early years 

Had never faults to merit half theſe teares 

Come ſmile upon me: Let thy mother ſpie 

Thy fathers image in her babies eye 2 

Husband thele guiltlefle drops againſt the rage 

Of harder fortunes, and the gripes of age 3 

Thine eye 's not ripe for tears : whiſh, lullaby z 

What ails my babe, my ſweet-fac'd babe tory? 

Look, look, what 's here ! A dainty golden thing : 

See how the dancing bells turn round and ring | 

To pleaſe my bantling ! here's a knack will breed 

A hundred kiſſes ; here 's a knack indeed, | 
K | G 3 _. 
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So,now my bird is white; and looks as fair 

As Pelops thoulder, or my milk-white pair : 

' Here's right the fathers {mile 5 when Mars beguil'd 
| Sick Venus of her heart, juſt thus he (mil'd. 


Divine C upid a 


Well may they ſmile alike ; thy baſe-bred boy 

And his baſe fire had both one cauſe, a toy : 

How well their ſubjeRs and their ſmiles agree £ 

Thy Cupid finds a toy, and Mars found thee : 

Falſe Queer: of beauty, Queen of falſe delights, 

Thy knee preſents an Embleme, that invites 

Man to himſelf, whoſe ſclf-rranſported heart 
(Or'rwhelm'd with native ſorrows, and the ſmart 
Of purcha#sdgriets) lics whining _ and day, 
Not knowing why, till heavy heeld delay, 

The dull-brow'd Pander of deſpair, layes by 

His lcaden buskins, and preſents his eye 

With antick trifles, which th' indulgent earth” 

Makes proper obj<&s of mans childiſh mirth. 
Thele be the coyn that paſſe, the ſweets that pleaſe ; 

' There's nothing good, there 's nothing great but thele : 
© Theſe be the pip:s that baſe-born minds | wa after , 
And turn immod'rate tears to laviſh laughter ; 

Whilſt Heav'nly rapturcs paſſe without regard ; 
Their ſtrings arc harth and their high trains unheard ; 
The plough-mans whiſtle or the triviall Huce 

Find more rcſpc& then great Apollo's lute: 

- We'll look to Heav'n, and truſt to higher joyes 3 

Let ſwine loye husks, and cluldren whine for toyes, 


S, BERN, 
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That is the true and chief joy, which is not conceived from 
the creature, but received from the Creatour;which(being once 
poſſeſt thereof) none can take from thee: whereto all pleaſure be- 
mg compared is torment ,all joy is grief ſweet things are buter, 
all glory us ba/eneſſe, and all delettable things are deſpicable. 

S. BERN, 

Foy in a changeable ſubjeft muſt neceſſarily change as the 

ſubjeft chapgeth. 


EP16, 8, 
Peace, childiſh Cupid, peace : thy finger'd eye 
But cries for what, in thaw will make thee cry: 


But are thy peeviſh wranglings thus appeas'd ? 
Well nail thou cry; that art ſo poorly pleas'd. 
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| Like knots of flaming wire, like curles of burnifht gold 
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IX. 


IsaA1iay 10.3» 


What will ye do in the day of your viſuati- 
0nu? to whom will ye flie for help? and 
where will ye leave your glory ? 


I | 
S this that jolly God, whoſe Cyprian bowe 
[ Has ſhot ſo many flaming darts, 
And made ſo many wounded Beauties go 
Sadly perplext with whimp'ring hearts ? 
Is this that Sov'raign Deity that brings 

The ſlaviſh world in awe, and ſtings (Kings- 

The blund'cing fouls of fwains, and ſtoops the hearts of 


Z 
What Circean charm, what Hecatean ſpight 
Has thus abus'd the God of love ? 
Great Zove was vanquifht by his greater might 3 
(And who is ſtronger-arm'd then ove ?) 
Or has our luſttull god perform'd a rape, 
And (fearing Argus eyes) would ſcape 
The view of jealous carth, in this prodigious ſhape ? 


Where be thoſe roſie cheeks, Me lately ſcorn'd 
The malice of injurious Fatecs e 
Ah, where” *s that pearl Percullis, that adorn'd 
T hoſe dainty two-leay'd Ruby gares ? 
Where be thoſe killing eyes, that ſo controul'd 
The world ? And locks, that did infold 


? 
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No, no, *t was neither Hecatean ſpite 

Nor charm below, nor pow'r above 3 
*T was neither Circes ſpell, nor Stygian ſprite, 

That thus transform'd our god of Love ; 

"Twas owl-eyed Luſt (more potent farre then they) 
Whoſe eyes and ations hate the day : 

Whom all the world obſerve, whom all the world obay. 


5 

Se how the latter Trumpets dreadfull blaſt 

Afﬀrights ſtout 1ays his trembling ſon ! 
Se, how he ſtartles ! how he ſtands agaſt, 

And ſcrambles from his melting Throne ! 

Hark, how the dircfull hand of vengeance tears, 

| The ſwelt'ring clouds, whilſt Heay'n appears 
A citcle fill'd with flame, and center'd with his fears. 


6 

This is that day, whoſe oft report hath worn 

Negleed tongues of Prophets bare 3 
The faithlefle ſubje& of the worldlings (corn, 

The ſumme of men and. Angels pray'r : 

This, this the day whoſe All-diſcerning light 
Ranſacks the ſecret dens gf night, 

And (vers good from bad ; true joyes from falſe delight. 


7 
You grov*ling worldlings, you, whoſe wiſdome trades, 
Where light nev'r ſhot his golden ray 
That hide your a&ions in Cimerian ſhades, 


How will your eyes indure this day ? 
Hills will be deaf, and mountains will not heare ; 


There be nocaves, no corners ghere, 


To ſhade your ſouls from firezto ſhicld your hearts from fear | 


Hu60, 
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0 the extreme loathſomneſſe of fleſhly luſt, which ot onely 
dfſeminates the mind, but enerves the body ; which not onely 
ditainetb the ſoul, but diſgniſeth the yerſon'1t is uſhered with 
fury and wantonneſſe ; it 3s accompanied with fiithineſſe and 
uncleanneſſe; and it is followed with grief and repentance. 


'} Book 2. 


EP10%®. 9g. ; 
What ? (weet-fac'd pid, has thy baſtard-treaſure, 
Thy boaſted honours, and thy bold-fac'd pleaſure 
Perplext thee now ? I told thee long ago, 
To what they 'd bring thee, fool, To wit, t8 woes 
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X. 


N AHUM 2, IO. 
She i emptie, and void, and waſte. 


I 


He's emptie : hark, ſhe ſounds : there 's nothing there 
S But noyle to fill thy eare; 
Thy vain enquiry can at length but find 
A blaſt ofmurm'ring wind : 
It is acask, that ſeems as full as fair ; 
But merely tunn'd with aire : 
Fond youth, go build thy hopes on bercer grounds : 
The ſoul that vainly founds 
Her joyes upon this world but feeds on emptie ſounds. 


2 
She's emptie : hark, ſhe ſounds : there *s nothing in *c, 

The ſpark-ingend'ring flint 
Shall ſooner melt, and hardeſt raunce ſhall firſt 
| Diffolve and quench thy thirſt, 
|| Efrthis falſe world ſhall Rill chy ſtormy breaſt 

' With ſmooth fac'd calms of reſt ; 
Thou mayſt as well expe& Meridian light 
| From ſhades of black-mouth'd night, 
| Az in this emptic world to find a full delight, NE 
$ 


%. 
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3 


She *s empty : hark, ſhe ſounds; * is void and vaſt ; 
What if ſome flatt'ring blaſt 

Of flatuous honour ſhould perchance be « Auvy 
And whilper in thine eare: 

It is but wind, and blows but where it lift, 
And vaniſhes like a miſt : 

Poore honour earth can give ! What gen'rous mind 
Would be fo baſe to bind 

Her Heav'n-bred ſoul a flave to ſerve a blaſt of wind ? 


4 
She *s empty : hark, ſhe ſounds : *t is but a ball 
For fools to play withall : 

The painted film but of a ſtronger bubble, 

Thar 's lin'd with filken trouble : 
It is a world, whoſe work and recreation 

Is vanity and vexation 
A Hagg, repair'd with vice-complexion, paint, 


A queſt-houſe of complaint : 
Ttis a ſaint, a fiend ; worſe fiend, when moſt a ſaint, 


E2 
She *'s empty : hark, ſhe ſounds : *c is yain and void. 
Whart 's here to be enjoyed, 
But grief and ſickneſle, and large bills of forrow, 
Drawn now, and croſt to morrow ? 
Or what are men, but puffs of dying breath, 
Reviv'd with living death ? 
Fond lad, O build thy hopes on ſurer grounds 
Then what dull fleſh propounds : * | 
Truſt not this hollow world, ſhe 's empty : hark, ſhe ſounds. Þ' 


'$, Currys, 
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S, Cnxrs. in Ep. ad Heb. 


Contenmne riches, and thou ſhalt be rich 3 contemne glory, 
and thau ſhalt be glorjous 3 contenme injuries, and thou ſhalt 
be « conquerour ; conttmne reft, and thou ſhalt gain reſt; con- 
temne earth, and thou ſhalt fiad Heaven. 

Hu@o. lib. de Vanit. mundi. 

The world is a vanity which affordeth neither beauty to the 
amorous, wor reward to the {aborious, nor iucouragement to the 
induſtrious. 


[£6 0 
; 2 
. 


EP 16. 10, 
| This houſe is to be let for life or years ; 
.Þ Herreat is ſorrow, and her In-come tears : 


Cupid, 't 'as long ſtood void; her bills make known, 
She muſt be dearly let; or let alone. NY 


Errus: is tur ad j ny 


Will - Marrhall Jeutprit ; 
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- 


Xl. 


MatTtruzW 7. Ig. 


Narrow is the way that leadeth unto life, and 
few there be that find it. 


Proms fool, thou troul'ſt amiſle z 
Thou err'ſ ; that 's not the way, 't is this : 
Thy hopes, inſtru&ed by thine eye, 
Make thee appear more near then I ; 
My floore is not fo flat, ſo fine, 
And has more obvious rubs then thine : 
'Tis true; my way is hard and ftrair, 
ff And leads me through a thorny gate, 
Whoſe ranckling pricks arc ſharp andfell 5 
The common way to Heay'n''s by hell : 
_ ”Tistrue 3 thy path is ſhort and fair, 
And free of rubs : Ah,fool, beware, 
The ſafeſt road *s not alwayes ev'n ; 
The way to Hell *s a ſeeming Heay'n, 
- Think'R thou, the Crown of Glory *s had 
With idle eaſe, fond Cyprian lad 2; 4 
- Think'f thous that mirth, and Valk Yelights, | 4 
High feed, and ſhadow-ſhortning nights, : 
Sok knees, full bones, and beds of dawn þ 
Are proper Prologues to a Crown ? | } 
| Or canſt thou hope to come, and views 
Like proſperous (ſer, and ſubdue ? E IJ 
The Londllave Uſurer will trudge 
In ſpite of Gouts, will turn a — 
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And ſerve his ſoul-condemning purſe, 
T* increaſe it with the widows curſe : 
And ſhall the Crown of glory ſtand 
Not worth the waving of a hand ? 

T he fleſhly wanton to obtain 

His minure-luft, will count it gain 

To loſe his freedome, his eſtate, 

Upon fo dear, ſo ſweet a rate ; 

Shall pleaſures thus be priz'd, and muſt * 
Heav'ns Palm be cheaper then a luſt ? 
"The true-bred Spark, to hoiſe his name 
Upon the waxenwings of fame, 

_ fight undaunted in a flood 


hat 's rais'd with brackiſh drops and bloud : 


And ſhall the promis'd Crown of life 

Be thought a toy, not worth a ſtrife ? 
An cafie good brings eafie gains; 
But things of price are a, with pains * 


The plealing way is not the right : 
He that would conquer Heay a muſt fight. 


EIN.) 
* 
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S. HisroN. in Ep. | 


No labour is hard, no time is long, wherein the glory of _ 
Eternitie is the mark we levell at. 

7 S. GREG, lib, 8, Mor, | 
The valour of a Juſt man is to conquer the fleſh, to contra- 
dift bis own will, to quench the delights of this preſent life, 
to endure and love the miſeries of this world for the reward 
of a better, to contemn the flatteries of proſperitie, and in- 

wa#dly to overcome the fears of adverſitie. 


Fpl16. 1, 
O Cupid, if thy ſmoother way were right, 
I ſhould miſtruſt this Crown were counterfeit : 
The way 's not eafie where the Prize is great : 


I bope no virtues where I ſmell no ſwear. 
| H32 4 
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XII. 


GALATIANS 6G. 14s 


God forbid that I ſhould glory, ſave in the 
Croſſe. | 


L 


C An nothing ſcttle my uncertain breaſt, 
And fix my rambling love ? 

Can my affeQions find out nothing beſt ? 

But ill and {till remove ? 
Has earth no mercy ? will no Ark of reſt 

Receive my reſtleſfſe Dove ? 
Is there no Good, then which there *s nothing higher, 

To blefſe my full deſire 
With joyes that never change ; with joyes that ney'r expire ? 


2 


I wanted wealth ; and at my dear requeſt, 


Earth lent a quick ſupply ; 
I wanted mirth to charm my ſullen breaft 5 

And who more brisk thenT 2 
I wanted fame to glorikie the reſt ; 

My fame flew ecagle-high : 
My joy not fully ripe, bur all decay'd ; 

Wealth vaniſht like 2 ſhade, 
My mirth began to flag, my fame began to fade, 

; By The 


= me Emblemes. Book 2, * 
| | : 

The world's an Ocean, hurried to and fro 

With ev'ry blaſt of paſſion : 
Her luſtfull ftreams, when cither ebb or flow, 

Are tides of mans vexation : 
T hey alter dayly, and they dayly grow 

The worle by alteration : 
'The earth's a cask full runn'd, yet wanting meaſure 3 


Her precious wind, is pleaſure 3 
Her yeſt is honours puff ; her lees are worldly trealure, 


4 
My truſt is inthe Crofle : let Beauty flag 
Her looſe, her wanton ail ; 
Let count'nance-gilding Honour ceaſe to brag 
In courtly tearms, and yail 
Let ditch-bred wealth henceforth forget to wa 
Her baſe though gplden rail ; 
Falſe beauties conqueſt is bur realltofſe 


And wealth but drofle ; 
Beſt Honour 's but a blaſt ; my truſt is in the Croſſe. 


| 5 
My truſt is in the Croſſe : There lies my reſt ; 
My faſt, my ſole delight - 
Let cold-mouth'd Boreas, or the hot-mouth'd Eaſt 
Blow till they burſt with ſpighe : 
Let earth and hell conſpire their worſt, their bh | 
And joyn their twiſted might : 
Let ſhowres of thunderbolts dart down and wound me, 
- And troups of fiends ſurround me, 
All this may well confront; all this ſhall ney'r confound me. 


S, AuGusr, 
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S, AucusrT. 


Cbrifts Croſſe is the Chriſcrofſe of all our bappineſſe : It de- 
truers us from all blindneſſe of errour, and enriches our dark- 
xeſſe with light ; It reſtoreth the troubled ſoul toreſt ; 1t bring- 
eth ſtrangers to Gods acquaintance;1t maketh remote forreintrs 
near neighbours ; 11 cutteth off diſcord ; concludeth a league of 
everlaſting peace, and u the bounteous authour of all good. 

S. BERN. in Ser. de reſur. 


we find glory in the (roſſe ; tous that are ſavedit us the 
power of God, andthe fulneſſe of all virtues. 


EP1G, 12. 


I follow*d reſt, reſt fled and ſoon forſook me z \ 
I ran from grief, grief ran and oyer-took me. 
What ſhall I do ? left I be too muchtoſt 

On worldly croſſes, Lord, let me be croſt, 
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XIII. 


PrRoVEzRBS 26. IT. 


As 4 4g returneth ts his vomit, ſoa fool re- 
turneth to hu folly. 


I am wounded ! and my wounds do ſmart 
O Beyond my patience, or great Ch;rons art 3 
I yield, I yield ; the day, the palm'is thine; 
Thy bow *s more true ; thy ſhafts more fierce then mine. 
Hold, hold ,O hold thy conq'ring hand. What need 
To ſend more darts ? the firſt has done the deed : 
Ofc have we ſtruggled, when our cquall arms 
Shot equa] ſhafts, inflifted equall harms 3 
But this exceeds, and with her flaming head, 
Twyfork'd with death, has ſtruck my conſcience dead. 
But muſt T die ? Ah me ! If that were all, 
Then, then I 'd ſtroke my bleeding wounds, and call 
T his dart a cordiall, and with joy endure 
Theſe harſh ingredients, where my grief *s my cure. 
But A whiſpers in my dying eare, 
There is an after day ; which day I fear : 
The ſlender debt ro Nature 's quickly paid, 
Diſcharg'd perchance with greater eaſe then made 3 


Bur if that pale-fac'diSergeant make arreſt, 
Ten thouſand aQio uld (whereof the leaſt J 
Is mare then all this lower world can bail) 6 


Be entred, and condemn me to the jail 
Of Stygian darkneſſe, bound in red-hot chains, 
And grip'd with tortures worſe then Titian pains, 


Farewel' [Es 


4 


" 4 x 


Emblemes; 

Farewell my vain, farewell my looſe delights; 
Farewell my rambling dayes my rev'ling _ z 
*T was you betrayd me firſt, and, when ye found 
My ſoul at vantage,gave my ſoul the wound : 
Farewell my bullion gods , whole ſov'reigne looks 
So often catch'd me with their golden hooks : 

Go, ſeck another {lave ; ye muſt all go 3 

I cannot ſerve my God and Bullion too. 

Farewell falſe honour 3 you, whoſe ayry wings 
Did mount my ſoul above the thrones of kings ; 
Then flatter'd me, took pet, and in diſdain, 

Nipt my green buds ; then kickt me down again : 
Farewell my Bow ; farewell my Cyprian Quiver 3 
Farewell dear world, farewell dear world for ever. 
O, but this moſt delicious world, how ſweet 

Her pleaſures reliſh ! Ah! How jump they meet 
The graſping ſoul ! and with their ſprightly fire, 
Revive, and raiſe, and rowze the rapt defire ! 

For ever ? O, to part ſo long ? what ? never 

Meet more ? another year, and then for ever : 

Too quick reſolves do refotution wrong 3 

Whart part ſo ſoon, to be divorc's fo long ? 
Things to be done are long to be debated ; 
Heay'n is not day'd. Repentance is not dated. 


AuGusSrT, 
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S. Aucusr. Jib, de util, agen, poene ; 
| zence; There 

Go up my ſoul into the tribunall of thy Conſcience; 
ſet thy ealei ſe If before thy ſelf : Hide not thy ſelf bebind thy 
ſelf, lealt God bring thee forth before thy ſelf 

S. AuGuST, in Soliloq, 

In vain is that waſhing, where the next ſinne defileth : He 
bath il repented whoſe ſinnes are repeated: that ſtomach is 
the worſe for vomiting, that licketh up his vomit. 

ANSELM, 

God bath promiſed pardon to him that repenteth, but be 

bath ot promiſed repentance to him that ſunneth. _ 


Ep1c, I2. 


$ Brain-wounded Cupid, had this haſty dart, 
As it hath prickt thy fancy, pierc'd thy heart, 

T had been thy friend : O how has it deceiy'd thee ! 

For had this dart bur kill'd, this dart had lay'd thee, 
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XIV. 


PrRovEeRBs 24. 16. 


| 4 juſt man falleth ſeven times and riſeth up 
again, but the wicked ſhall fall into miſchief. 


x 
?op+»1s but a foyl at beſt, and that 's the moſt 
| ”:_ $kill can boaſt : 
My ſlipp'ry footing fail'd me 3 and you tript 
re h 463 lens” : 
My wanton weaknefle did her ſale betray 
With x00 much play : 
I was too bold: He never yet ſtood ſure, 
T hat ſtands ſecure : 
Who ever truſted to his native ſtrength, 
| Bur fell at length ? 
The Title *s craz'd the Tenure is not good, 
That claims by th' evidence of fleſh and bloud. 


| 2 
| Boaſt not thy skill ; the righteous man falls oft, 
Yet falls but ſoft : 
There may be dirt to mire him, but no ſtones 
To cruſh his bones: 
What if he ſtaggers ? Nay, put caſe he be 
Foyl'd on his knee 3 
That very knee will bend to Heay'n, and woo 
For mercy too. 
The true-bred Gamefſter ups a freſh, and then, 
Fallsto 't agen ; 
Whereas the leaden-hearted coward lies, 
And yields his conquer'd life, or craven'd, dies. 
Boaft 
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; j 
Boaſt not thy Conqueſt ; thou, that ev*ry hour 
Fall'ſt ten times lower ; 
Nay, haſt not pow'r to riſe, if not, in caſe, 
To fall more baſe: 
Thou wallow'ſt where I ſlip ; and thou doſt tumble, 
Where I bur ſtumble : 
Thou glory'| in thy lav ries dirty badges, 
And fall it for wages : 
Sowr:grief and (ad repentance ſcowrs and clears 
My ſtains-with tears : 
Thy falling keeps thy falling Rill in ure ; 
But when I ſlip I ſtand the more ſecure. 


4 
Lord, what a nothing is this little Span, 
Wecall a Man ! 
What fenny traſh mainteins the ſmoth'ring fires 
Of his defires ! 
How fleight and ſhort are bis reſolys at longeſt ! 
How weak at ſtrongeſt ! 
O ifa ſinner held by thy faſt hand 
Can hardly ſtand, 
Good God ! in what a deſp'rate caſe are they | 
T hat have no ſtay ! 
Mans ſtate implyes a neceflary curſe ; 


When not himſelf, he 's mad; when moſt himſelf, he's worſe, 


S. AMBROS» 
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+ J '  S. AmpRoOSs, in Serm, ad vincula, ; 
Peter ſtood more firmly after be bad lamented bis fall,then be- 
fore be fell.Inſomuch that be found more grace then be loſt grace 
|  S, Canrs. in Ep. ad Heliod. monach. 

It is no ſuch hainous matter to fall affliied ; as being down to 
lie dejefied : It is no danger ſor a ſouldier torecervea wound in 
bartel , but after the wound recerved,through deſpair of recoves 
ry, to refuſe a remedy ; for we often ſee wounded Champions 
wear the Palm at laſt, and after flight, crowned with viftory. 


E P1G. I 4» 


Triumph not Cupid, his miſchance doth ſhow 
Thy tradezdoth once, what thou doſt alwayes do : 
_ not too ſoon : has thy prevailing hand 


Foil d him ? Ah fool, thi aſt taught him how to ſtand ? 
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To. 


Jour fmMIan 32. 40» 


1 will put my fear in their hearts, that they 
ſhall not depart from me. 


go now the ſoul 's ſublim*d : her ſowre defires _ 

Arerecalcin'd in heay'ns well-tempred fires : 
The heart reſtor'd and purg'd from droflic nature 
Now finds the freedome of a new-born creature : 
It lives another life, it breaths new breath ; 

, Itneither feels nor fears the ſting of death. 

Like as the idle vagrant (having none) 

That boldly 'dopts each houſe he views his own 
Makes ev'ry purſe his chequer ; and at pleaſure, 
Walks forth, and taxes all the world like Ceſar, 
Ac length by vertne of a juſt command, 

His fides arclent to a ſeverer hand ; 
Whereon his pafle, nor fully underſtood, 
Is texted in a manuſcript of blood : 
Thus paſt from town to town, untill he come 
A (ore repentant to his native home : 
Ev'a ſo the rambling heart, that idly roves 
From crimes to fin, and uncontroul'd removes 
* Fromluſt to luſt, when wanton fleſh invites 
From old-worn pleaſures ro new choicedelights, 
Ar length corre&ted by the filiall rod 
Of his offended (but his gracious God} 
And laſht from fins to ſighs ; and by degrees, 
« From ſighs to yows 3, fromwyows [1 bended knees, 
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ded knees, to a true penſive breaſt ; : 
Er ce to torments, not by tongues expreſt, 
ReIMns ; (and from his finfull ſelf exil'd) 

4 S a glad father, he a welcome child : 

© it lives 3 O then it lives involy'd 

t raptures; pantsto be diſſolv'd : 

royall Of-ſpring of a ſecond Birth 

ope to Heay'n, and ſhuts the doors tocarth © 

If love-fick Fove commanded clouds ſhould hap 

To rain ſuch ſhow'rs as quickned Danaes lap : 

Or doys (far kinder thea their purple maſter) 
Should lick his ſores, he laughs nor weeps the faſter. 
If earth (Heay'ns rivall) dart her idle ray ; 
To Heav'n, 't is wax, and to the world, 't is clay: 
Ifearth preſent delights, it ſcorns to draw, 
Burt, like the jet unrubb'd, diſdains that ſtraw : 
No hope deceives it, and no doubt divides it ; 
No grief diſturbs itz and no errour guides itz 
No '- diſtraRs it ; and no rage 3 itz 
No guilt condemns it, and no folly ſhames its 
No ſloth beſots it ; and no luſt inthralls it; 
No ſcorn afflias it, and no paſſion gawls it * 
It is a carknet of immortal life ; 

' An Ark of peace; the liſts of ſacred ſtrife ; 
A purer piece of endlefle tranſitory 3 
A ſhrine of Grace, a little throne of Glory : 
A Heav'n-borri Ot-ſpring of a new-born birth ; 
An earthly Heav'n ; an ounce of Heay'nly earth. 
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S. Aucusr. deſpir. & anima, 


O happy heart, where pietie affeteth ; where humility 
ſubjefts, where repentance correfieth, where obedience :dt- 
reftcb,where perſeverance perfefteth,where power protecteth, 
where devotion projettecth, where charitie connefteth. 

S. GREG, D 

Thich way ſoever the heart turneth it ſelf ( if carefully ) i 
ſhall commonly obſerve, that in thoſe very things we loſe God, 
in thoſe very things we ſhall find God : It (hall find the beat - 
of hzs power in conſederation of thoſe things, in the love of * 
which things he was moſt cold, and by what things it fells 
perueied, by thoſe things it 15 raiſed, converted. 


EPI ®Q. IF». 
My heart!but wherefore do I call thee fo ? 


I have renounc'd my int'reſt long ago: _ 

When thou werrt falſe and fleſhly, I was thine 3 

Mine wert thou never, till thou wert not mine. 
I 2 
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THE THIRD BOOK. 


The Entertainment. 


LL you whoſe better thoughts are newly born, 

A And (rebaptiz'd with holy fire) can ſcorn 
The worlds baſe traſh, whole necks diſdain to bear 

Th' imperious yoke of Satan ; whoſe chaſt care 
No wanton ſongs of Sirens can ſurprize. 
With falſe delight 3 whoſe more then Eagle-eyes 
Can view the - a flames of gold, and gaze 
Onglitt ring beams of honour, and not daze 3 
Whoſe ſouls can ſpurn ar pleaſure, and deny 


F 


The looſe ſuggeſtions of the fleſh draw nigh: 

And you whoſe am'rous, whoſe ſele& defires 
Would feel the warmth of thoſe tranſcendent fires, 
Which (like the rifing _— out the light 


Of Yenns ſtarre, and turn her day to night ; 
You that would love, and have your paffions crown'd 
With greater happineffe then can be found 
In your own withes ; you that would affeRt 
Where neither ſcorn, nar guilc, nor difrefpet 
Shall woynd your tortur'd ſouls ; that would enjoy, 
Where neither want can pinch, nor fulnefle cloy, 
Nor double doubt afflis, nor baſer fear 
Unflames your courage in purſuir, draw near : 
Shake hands with earth, and let your foul reſpet 
Her joyes no further ,then her joyes refle& 
Upon her Makers glory : if thou (wim 
In wealth, ſee him in all ; ſee all way 8 

3 
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Sink'ſ thou in want, and is thy ſmall cruſe ſpent ? 

See him in want ; enjoy him in content : 

Conceiv'it him lodg'd in Crofle, or loſt in pain? 

In Pray'r and Patience find him out again : 

Make Heav'nthy Miltreſle, let no change remove 

Thy loyall heart; be fond ; be ſick of love; 

Whart if he ſtop his care, or knit his brow ? 

At length he 'll be as fond, as fick as thou : 

Dart up thy ſoul in grones : Thy ſecret grone 

Shall pierce his eare, ſhall pierce his care alone : 

Dart up thy ſoul in vowes : Thy ſacred vow þ. 

Shall find him out, where Heav'n alone ſhall know : 
Dart up thy ſoul in ſighs : Thy whiſp'ring figh 

Shall rouſc his ears, and fear no liſtner nigh : 

Send up thy grones, thy fighs, thy cloſet vow 5 

There *s none,there *s none ſhall know butHeav'n and thou: 
Grones freſht with vowes, and vowes made falt withtears, 
Unſcale his eyes, and ſcalc his conquer'd ears : 

Shoot up the boſome ſhafts of thy dehire, 

Feather'd with faith, and double-forkt with fire. 

And they wil hit : Fearnot, where Heav'n bids come : 
Heav ns never deaf, but when mans heart is dumb, 
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I SAIAH 29.6, 
My ſoul hath deſired thee in the night. 


Ood God! what horrid darkneffe doth ſurround 
G My groping ſou] ! haw are my ſenſes bound 

In utter ſhades ; and muffled from the light 

Lusk in the boſome of eternall night ! 

The bold-fac'd Lamp of heay'n can ſet and riſe ; 

And with his morning glory fill the eyes | 

Of gazing mortalls ; his vitorious ray 

Can chaſe the ſhadows, and reſtore the day : 

Nights baſhfull Emprefle, though ſhe often wain, _ 

As oft repents her darkneſſe, primes again 3 

And with her circling horns doth re-embrace 

Her brothers wealth, and orbs her ſilver face. 

But ah, my Sun deep ſwallow'd in his fall, 

Is ſet, and cannot ſhine, nor riſe at all : 

My bankrupt wain can beg nor borrow light 

Alas, my darknefle is perpetuall night. 

Falls have their riſings, wainings have their primes, 

And deſp'rate ſorrows wait their better times; 

Ebs have their Floods, and Autumnes have their Springs ; 
All States have changes hurried with the ſwings 

Of Chance and Time, ſti]! tiding to and fro : 
Terreſtriall bodies and celeſtiall too. . 

How often have I vainly grop'd abour, 

With length*ned arms, to find a paſſage out, 

That I might catch thoſe beams mine eye defires, 

And bath my ſoul in thoſe celeftiall fires : Lin 
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Like as the Haggard, cloyſter'd in her mue, 
To ſcowr her downy robes, and to rene y 
Her broken Hags, preparing t' overlook 
The tim*rous Mallard at the ſliding brook, « 
Jers oft from perch toperch ;'trom ſtock ro ground ; 
From ground to window, thus ſurveying round 
Her dovc-befeath'red Priſon, till at length, 
(Calling her nobl&birth to mind, and 1 rength 
Wherero her wing was born } her ragged beak 
Nips off her dangling jcfles, ſtrives to break 
Her gingling fetters, and begins to bate 
Atev'ry glimpſe, and darts at ev'ry grate © 
Ev'n (o my-weary ſoul, thar long has bin 
An Inmate in this Tenement of fin, 
Lockt up by cloud-brow'd Errour, which invites 
My cloyſtred thoughts to feed on black delights, - 
Now ſcorns her ſhadows, and begins to dart 
Her wing'd defires at thee, that onely art | 


T he Sun ſhe ſeeks, whoſe riſing beams can fright 
Theſe duskie clouds that make fo dark a night : 
Shine forth, | Glory; thine ; that I may ſee 


Both how to loath my ſelf, and honour Thee : 
But if my weaknefle force thee to deny 

Thy flames, yet lend the twilight of thine eye * 
If I muſt want thoſe Beams 1 wiſh, yet grant, 

T hat I, at leaſt, may wiſh thoſe Beams I want. 


$. Aucusr 


Emblemes. I31 
S. Aucusr, Soliloqu. cap. 33. 


There was a great and dark cloud of vanitie before mine 
ezes, ſo that I could not ſee the Sun of Juſtice, and the Light of 
Truth : I being the ſonne of darkneſſe, was involved in dark- 
neſſe : I loved my darkneſſe, becauſe I knew nos thy light : 1 
* Was blind, and loved my blindneſſe, and did walk from dark- 
xeſſe to darkneſſe: But Lord thou art my God, who baſt led me 
from darkneſſe, and the ſhadow of death ; baſt called me inte 
this glorious light, and behold, T ſee. | 


Book 3. 


EP.1G. 1, 


My ſoul, chear up ; what the night be long ? 
Heav'n finds an eare, when finners find a tongue 2 
T hy tears are morning ſhow'rs : Heay'n bids me ſays 
When Peters cock begins to crow, 't is day. 
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0 Lord, thou knoweſt my fooliſhneſſe, aud my 


ſounes are not hid from thee. 


Feſt thou this fulſome Tdeot ? In what meaſure 

He ſeems tranſported with the antick pleaſure - 
Of childiſh baubles ? canſt thou but admire 
T he empty fulneſſe of his vain defire ? 
Canſt thou conceive ſuch poore delights as theſe 
Can 611 th* inſatiate ſoul of man, or pleaſe 
T he fond afpeR of his deluded eye ? 
Reader, ſuch very fools are thou and T : 
Falſe pufts of honour ; the deceirfull ſtreams 
Of wealth ; the idle, vain, and empry dreams 
Of pleafure, are our trafhck, and enſnare 
Our ſouls, the threefold tubje& of our care © 
We toyl for tra(h, we barter ſolid joyes 
For airy trifles 3 (ell our Heay'n for toyes : 
We ſnatch at barly grains, whilſt rag ſtand by 
Deſpis'd 3 ſuch very fools 2rt thou and I. 
Aynyit thou at honour ! does not the Ideot ſhake it 
In his left hand ? fond man, ftep forth and take it : 
Or would'ft thou wealth ? (es how the fool preſents thee 
With a full basker ; if ſuch wealth contents thee: 
Wouldft thou take pleaſure ? if the fool unſtride 
His prauncing Stallion, thou mayſt up and r1de : 
Fond man, ſuch is the pleaiure, wealth, and honour 
The carth affords ſuch fools as dote upon her 3 SI 
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Such is the game whereat earths ideots fly ; 

Such ideots, ah, ſuch fools are thou and I : 
Had rebell-mans fool-hardineſfle extended 
N>o further then himſelf, and there had ended, 
It had been juſt ; but, thus enrag'd to fly 

Upon th' eternall eyes of Majeſty, 
And drag the Son of Glory from the breaſt 
Of his indulgent Father ; to arreſt 
His great and facred Perſon ; in diſgrace, 
To ſpit and (paul upon his Sun- bright face ; 
To taunt him with baſe terms ; and being bound, 
To ſcourge his ſoft, his trembling ſides z to wound 
His head with thorns ; his heart with humane fears ; 
His hands with nails, and his pale flank with ſpears : 
And then to paddle in the purer ſtream 
Of his ſpilt blood, is more then moſt extreme : 
Great builder of mankind, canſt thou propound 
All this to thy bright eyes, and not confound 
Thy handy-work ? O, canſt thou chooie bur ſee, 
That mad | the eye? can ought behid from thee ? 
Thou ſeeſt our perſons, Lord, and not our guilt ; 
Thou ſeeſt not what thou maiſt, but what thou wilt : 
The Hand that form'd us, is enforc'd to be 

A Screen ſer up betwixt thy work and thee : 

Look, look upon that Hand, and thou thalt ſpy 


An open wound, a through+fare for thine eye 5 
& Or if that wound be clos'd, that paſſage be 
=, Deny'd between thy gracious eyes and me, 


Yet view the ſcarre ; that ſcarre will countermand 


Thy wrath : O read my fortunc in thy hand. 
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S. Cnxys, Hom. 4. Joan. 
Is ſeem to abound in wealth, when they want all things; 
F. _ to enjoy happineſſe, when indeed they are onely moſt 
- miſcrable 3 neither do they underſtand that they are deluded by 
their fancy, till they be delivered from their folly, 
. $, Gnas, in Mor. 


By ſo much the more are we inwardly fookſh, by bow much 
we ſtrive to ſeem outwardly wiſe, 


EP16G. 3. 
Rebellious fool, what has thy folly done : 
Controul*d thy God, and crucifi'd his Sonne? 
How (ſweetly has the Lord of life deceiv*d thee? 
T hou ſhedit his bloud, and that ſhed blood has ſay'd thee. 
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I'TI. 


PsalM 6.2. 


Have mercy, Lord, upon me, for I amweak ; 
0 Lord, heal me, for my bones are vexed. 


Soul. Jeſus 


Soul At Son of David, help : 7ef: What ſinfull crie 
Implores the Son of David ? Soul It isT: 
7eſ. Who art thou ? Soul Oh, a deeply wounded breaſt 
. Thar 's heavy laden, and would fain have reſt. 
7eſ. 1 have no (craps, and dogs muſt not be fed 

Like houſhold children with the childrens bread, 
Soul True, Lord ; yet tolerate a hungry whelp 

Tolick their crummes : O Sonne of David, help. 
7eſ. Poore Soul, what ail'ſt thou ? Soul Ol burn,I fry g 

I cannot reſt, 1 know not where to fly 

To fnd ſome ea(c ; I turn my blubber'd face 

From man to man 3 I roul from place to place, 

T* avoid my tortures, to obtein relicf, 

But ſtill am dogg'd and haunted with my grief: 

My midnight torments call the ſluggith light, 

And when the morning *s come, they woo the night. 
ef. Surceaſe thy tears, and ſpeak thy free deſires. (hires. 
Soul Quench, quench my flames, and ſwage theſe ſcorching 
ef. Canſt thou believe my hand can cure thy grief £ 
Soul Lord, I believe ; Lord, help my unbelief. 

Je/. Hold forth thy arm, and ler my fingers try 
Thy pulſe; where chiefly _ thy corment lie ? 


13$ | Emblemes. Book 5, 
Sout From head to foot z it reignes inev'ry part, 
But playes the ſelf-law'd tyrant in my heart. 
Zeſ. Canft thou digeſt ? canſt reliſh wholeſome food ? 
Haw ſtands thy taſt ? Soul Tonothing that is good : 
All finfull traſh, and earths unfav ry ſeu 
I can digeſt and relifl; well enough. 
Feſ. 1s not thy bloud as cold as hot, by turns ? 
Soul Coldto what 's good ; to what is bad it burns. 
Zef. How old 's thy grief? Soul I took it at the fall 
With eating tru. 7ef. 'T is Epidemicall : 
Thy bloud *s infeRed, and th' infeQion ſprung 
From a bad liver :*T 15 a feaver ſtrong 
And full of death unlefle, with preſent ſpeed, 
A vein be op'ned ; thou muſt die, or bleed. 
Soul O I am faint and ſpent: that launce that fhall 
Lerforth my bloud, lets forth my life withall : 
My ſoul wants cordials, and has greater necd 
Of bloud, then (being ſpent ſo far) to bleed: 
I faint already : If I bleed, I die. 
Feſ. 'T is either thou-muſt bleed, fick ſoul, or T : 
© Mybloud 's a cordiall. He that ſucks my veins, 
Shall <::-nſe his own and conquer greater pains 
Then theſe : cheer up ; this precious bloud of mine 
Shall cure thy grief ; my heart ſhall bleed for thine : 
Believe, and view me with a faithfull eye, 
Thy ſoul ſhall neither languiſh, bleed, por dic. 


S, AuGusr, 


Book 3s Emblemes. 
S. Aucusr. lib. 10. Confeſl. 


| EplG: 3. 
Canſt thou be ſick, *and ſuch a Do&our by ? 
Thou canſt not live, unlefſe thy DoRour die ! 
Strange kind of grief, that finds no med'cine good 


To ſwage her pains, but the Phyſicians bloud * 
K a 


- 


Picks nm: 
"_rY Er ory ite reve a1 ny Burnt 


Book 3: Emblemes. T41 


Il'Y 
Psalm 25+ IS, 


Look upon my affliction and my pain, and for- 
give all my ſinnes. 


Oth work and ſtrokes ? both laſh and labour too ? 

What more could Edom, or proud Aſhur do ? Gy 
Stripes after ſtripes ? and blows ſucceding blows 2 ut 
Lord, bas thy ſcourge no mercy, and my wocs | - 
Noend ? my pains no eaſe ? no intermiſſion ? 

Ts this the ſtate ? Is this the ſad condition 

Of thoſe that truſt thee ? will thy goodnefle pleaſe 

T' allow ne other favours ? none but theſe ? 

Will not the rher' rick of my torments move ? 

Are theſe the ſympromes ? theſe the ſignes of love ? 

Is tnot enough, enough that I fulfill 

The toylſome task of thy laborious mill e 

May not this labour expiatc and purge 
My ſfinne, without th' addition of thy ſcourge 2 

Look on my cloudy brow, how faſt it rains 

Sad ſhowers of ſwear, the fruits of fruitlefle pains : = 

Behold theſe ridges ; ſee what purple furrows | 

Thy plow has made ; O think upon thoſe ſorrows 

That once were thine z wilt, wilt thou not be woo'd 

To mercy, by the charms of ſweat and blood ? 

Canſt thou ' Iron that drowlie mount, wherein 

Thy dull Diſciples ſlept ? was not my finne g 
There puniſh'd in thy ſoul ? did not this brow 

Then ſweat in thine 2 were not thoſe drops enow ? 

| © Remember _ 
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Remember Golgotha, where that ſpring-tide 
O'rflow'd thy ſovercigne Sacramentall (ide : 
T here was no finne, there wasno gwlr in Thee, 

'T hat caus'd thoſe pains ; thou ſweat'ſt, thou bledſt for me. 
Was there not bloud enough, when one {mall drop 
Had pow r to ranſome thouſand worlds, and ſtop 
The mouth of Juſtice ? Lord, I bled before 

In thy deep wounds ; can Juſtice challenge more ? 
Or doſt thou vainly labour to hedge in 
"Thy lofles from my ſides ? my bloud is thin, 

And thy free bountie ſcorns ſuch eaſie thrift z 

No, no, thy bloud came not as lone but gift. 
' But muſt I ever grind ? And muftI earn 
Nothing bur ſtripes ? O wilt thou diſaltern 
The reſt thou gav'| ? Haſt thou perus'd the curſe 
"Thou laid'ſt on Adams fall, and made it worſe ? 
Canſt thou repent of mercy ? Heav'n thought good 
Loſt man ſhould feed in ſweat ; not work in bloud : 
Why dofſt thou wound tlr already wounded breaft ? 
Ah me ! my life is but a pain at beſt : 

I am but dying duſt : my dayes, a ſpan 

Whart pleaſure ta thou in the bloud of man ? 
Spare, ſpare thy. ſcourge, and be not ſo auſtere; 

Send fewer ſtroaks, or lend more ſtrength to bear. 


\ 


S, BERN, 


Sg TW Von l ” Y 
- nf = , 
<a ” af x 
.* : Y » 
| "> 
C . 


NC 


Emblemes. .T43 
S. Bzrn. Hom, 81. in Cant. 


Miſerable man who ſhall deliver me from the veproch of 
this ſhamefull bondage ? 1 am a miſerable man .but a free man z 
free, becauſe a tan ; miſerabley becauſe a ſervant © Inregard of 
my bondage, miſerable ; in regard of my will, iexcuſable : For 
my will, that was free, beſlaved it ſelf ts finne, by aſſenting to 
ſane ; for be that commilteth ſinne 3s the ſtrvant to ſome. 


EP1G. 4, 


Taxe not thy God : Thine own defaults did urge 

This twofold puniſhment z the mill the ſcourge. 

Thy fins the authour of thy ſelf- rormentiog : 

Thou grind'K for finning ; —_ for not repenting- 
4 


( AI I r; be 2; _ that thaw ha? 
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Jos 10.9. 


Remember, I beſeech thee, that thou haſt made 
me as the clay, and wilt thou bring me to 
duſt again ? | 


Hus from the boſome of the new-made earth 
Poore man was delv'd, and had hjs unborn birth 3 

The ſame the ſtuffe the ſelf-ſame hand doth trim 
The plant thar fades, the beaſt that dies, and him : 
One was their fire, one was their common mother, 
Plants are his fiſters, and the beaſt his brother, 
Theelder too ; beaſts draw the ſelf-ſame breath, 
Wax old alike, and die the ſelf-ſame death : 
Plants grow as he, with fairer robes arraid; 
Alike they flouriſh, and alike they fade : 
The beaſt in ſenſe exceeds him and in growth, 
The three-ag'd oake doth thrice exceed them both 2 
Why look'ſt thou then ſo big, thou little ſpan 
Of earth ? What art thow-more in being man ? 
I, bur my great Creatour did inſpire 
My choſen earth with that diviner fire 
Of reaſon ; gave me judgement and a will ; 
That to know good ; this to chuſe good from ill : 
He put the rains of pow'r in my free hand, 
And juriſdi&ion over ſea and land : 
He gave me art to lengthen out my ſpan 
Of life, and made me all, in being man * 


J, but thy paſſion has committed treaſon 
_ the ſacred perſon of thy reaſon : 

Thy judgement is corrupt, perverſe thy will ; 

TT hat knows no good, and this makes choice of ill : 
The greater height ſends down the deeper fall ; 
And good declin'd turns bad, turns worſt of all. 
Say then, proud inch of living earth, what can 
Thy greatnefſe claim th: more in being man ? 
Obur my ſoul tranſcends the pitch of nature, 
Born up by th' Image of her high Creatour ; 
Outbraves the life of reaſon, and beats down 
Her waxen wings, kicks off her brazen crown. 
My carth 's a living Temple ti entertein 

The King of Glory, and bs glorious train 2 


How can I mend my title then ? where can 
Ambitian find a higher fiyle then man? 
Ah, bur that Image is defac'd and ſoil'd ; 
Her Temple *s raz'd, her Altars all defil'd ; 


" Her veſlels are polluted and diſtain'd 

With lothed luſt , her ornaments prophan'd ; 
Her oyl-forſaken lamps,and hallow'd tapours 

Pur out 3 her incenſe breaths unſay*ry yapours ; 
Why ſwell/| thou then fo big, thou lictle ſpan 
Ofcarth ? what art thou more in being man ? 
Eternall Potter, whoſe bleſt hands did lay 

My courſe foundation from a ſod of clay, 

Thou know'ſt my ſlender veſſcl 's aptto leak ; 
Thou know'ſt my brittle temper 's prone to break 3 
Are my bones brazzil, or my fleſh of oake ? 

O, mend what thou haſt made, what I have broke : 
Look, look with gentle eyes, and in thy day 

Of vengeance, Lord, remember I am clay. 


Aucusr, 


Book 3. Emblemes. 
: S. AucusST, Soliloq, 32. 

ShallI ask, who made me ? -It was thou that madeſt me, 
without whom aotbing was made : Thou art my maker, and [ 
thy work. 1 thank thee, my Lord God, by whom | live, and by 
whom all things ſubſ;t, becauſe thou madeft me : I thank thee, 


0 my Potter, becauſe thy bands bave made me, becauſe thy . . 
bands bave formed me. 


EP1G. 5. | 
Why ſwell'ſt thou, man, puft up with fame and purſe? 
TH art better earth, but born to dig the worle: 
* Thou cam'ſt from earth, to earth thou muſt returg, 
And art but earth caſt from the womb to th? urn. 
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VI. 


Jos To 20s 


I have (inned, what ſhall I do unto thee, 0 
thou preſerver of men? why haft thou ſet 


me 45 a mark againſt thee ? 


Ord, I have done ; and, Lord, I have miſdone ; 
L 'T1s folly to conteſt, to ſtrive with one 

That is too ſtrong 3 't is folly to affail 

Or prove an arm, that will, that muſt prevail. 

] 've done, I *ve done ; theſe weebling hands have thrown 
Their daring weapons down : the day *s thine own © 
Forbear to ſirike where thou haſt won the field ; 

The palm, the palm is thine : I yield, I yield. 

Theſe treach'rous hands that were fo vainly bold 

Totry a thriveleſſe combat, and to hold 

Self-wounding weapons up,are now extended 

For mercy from thy hand; that knee thar bended 

Upon her guardlefſe guard, doth now repent 

Upon this naked floore ; See both are bent, 

And ſue for pitty : O my ragged wound 

Is deep and defp'rate, iris drench'd and drown'd 3 
In blood and briny tears : It doth begin 
To ſtink without, and putrifie within: 
Let that vitorious hand, that now appears 
Juſt in my blood, prove gracious to my tears : 
T hou great Preſeryer of preſumptuous man, 


What ſhall I do 2 what ſatisfaQion can 
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Poore duſt and aſhes make f O if that bloud 
That yet remains unſhed were half as good 
As bloud of oxen ; if my death might be 
An offering to attone my God and me; 
I would di{dain injurious life, and ſtand 
A ſuiter to be wounded from thy hand. 
But may thy wrongs be meaſur'd by the ſpan 
Of life ? or balanc'd with the bloud-of man ? 
No, no, eternall finne expe&s for guerdon, 
Eternall penance, or eternall pardon : 
Lay down thy weapons, turn thy wrath away, 
And pardon him that hath no price to pay 
Enlarge that ſoul, which baſe preſumption binds 3 
Thy juſtice cannot looſe what mercy finds: 
O thou that wilt not bruiſe the broken reed, 
Rub not my ſores, nor prick the wounds that bleed. 
Lord, if the peeviſh infant fights and flies, 
With unpar'd weapons, at his mothers eyes, 
Her frowns (half mixt with ſmiles) may chance to ſhew 
An angry love-trick on his arm, or ſo 
Where if the babe but make a lip and cry, 
Her heart begins to melt, aud by and by 
She coaks his dewy-checks ; her babe ſhebliſles, 
And choaks her language with a thouſand kifles ; 
I am that child ;lo, here I proſtrate lie, 
Pleading for mercy ; I repent and crie 
For gracious pardon : let thy gentle ears 
Heare that in words, what mothers judge in tears : 
See not my frailties, Lord, but through my fear, 
And look on ev'ry treſpaſſe through a tear -- 
Then calm thy anger, and appear more mild : 


Remember, th! art a Father, I, a child, 


" ky BBRN, 
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'F Book Jo Emblemes. 151 
S. Bern. Ser. 21, in Cant, 


Miſerable man ! ho ſhall deliver me from the veproch of 
this ſhameful! bondage? I am a miftrable man, but a free man © 
Free, becauſe like to God; miſerable, becauſe againſt God * 0 
keeper of mankind, why baſt thou ſet me as a mark againſt thee? 
Thou haſt ſet me, becauſe thou haſt not bindred me : It # juſt 
that thy enemy ſhould be wy enemy, and that he who repugnetb 
rm repuene me 3 1 who am againſt thee, am againſt my 
{elf. 
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EP 16,6, 
But form'd, and fight ? but born, and then rebell ? 
How (mall a blaſt will make a bubble ſwell ? 
But dare the floore affront the hand that laid it 2 © 
So apt is duſt co fly ;n 's face that made it. 
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Jos 13.24. 
Wherefore hideſt thos thy face, and holde# me 
. for thine enemy ? | 
Wi doſt thou ſhade thy lovely face ? O-why 


th that eclipfing hand fo long deny 
The Sun-ſhine of thy fel-ealiv/ning eye? 


Without that Light whatlight remaing in me 2? 
Thou art my Life, my Way, my Light z inthee 
Live, I move, and by thy beams | ſee. 


Thou art my Life ; Tf thou but turn away, 
My life *s a thouſand deaths: thou art my Way* 
Without thee, Lord, Itravel not but ſtray. 


My Light thou art ; without thy glorious fi 
Mine eyes are darkned with perpetuall night. 
My God, thou art my Way, my Life, my Light. 


Thou art my Way I wander, if thou fly : 
Thou art my Light ; Tf hid, how blind am I} 
Thou art my Life ; If thou withdraw, I die. 


Mine eyes are blind and dark, I cannot ſees _ 
To whom, or whether ſhould my darknefle flees 
But to the Light ? And who 's that Light but thee £ 


My path is loſt 3 my wand'ring ſteps do ſtray 3 
I cannot ſafely go, nor ſafely ſtay; 
Whom ſhould I ſeek bur thee, my Park my Way ? 


O, 


154 Emblemes. Book 3}, 
O, Iam dead : to whom ſhall T, poore I, | 


Repair ?to whom ſhall my (ad athes fly 
But Life? Aad where is Life but in thine eye ? 


And yet thou turn'ſt away thy face, and fly me; 
And yet I ſue for grace, and thou deny'ft me ; 
Speak, art thou angry, Lord,or onely try'{t me ? 


Unskreen thoſe Heav'nly lamps, or tell me why 
' Thou ſhad'ſt thy face 3 perhaps thou thinkſt, no eye 
Can view thoſe flames, and not drop down and die. 


If that be all, ſhine forth, and draw thee nigher ; 
Let me behold and die ; for my deſire 
Is Phenix-like to periſh in that fire. 


Death«conquer'd Lax'rus was redeem'd by thee 5 
IfI am dead, Lord, ſer deaths priſner free ; 
Am1T more ſpent, or ſtink I worſe then he ? 


Tf my pufft light be out, give leave to tine 
My flamelefle-ſnuff at thar:-bright Lamp of thine ; 
O what's thy Light the leſſe for lighting mine ? 


If I have loſt my Path ,great Shepherd, ſay, 
Shall I ſtill wander in a doubrfull way ? þ 
/ Lord, (hall a Lamb of 1/Fels ſheepfold ſtray ? 


Thou art the Pil>rimes Path ; the blind mans Eye; 
Thedead mans Life ; on thee my hopes rely ; 
If thou remove, I erre ; I grope ; I die, 


Diſcloſe thy Sun-beams z cloſe thy wings, and tay ; 
' See, ſce how I am blind, and dead, and ſtray, 
| * Othou, that art my Light, my Life, my Way. 


S. AuGu IT, 


Books, miles. 000 


+ $. AucusrT, Soliloqu. cap. 1. > 
#hy dot thou bide thy face > Happily thou wilt ſay, none. 
can ſee thy face and live : Ab Lord, let me die, that 1 mayſte 
thee ; let me (ee thee, that 1 may die : I would not live, but dite * 
That 1 may ſee Chriſt, 1 defire death ; That 1 may live with 
Chriſt, 1 defoiſe bfe. "24 
ANSELM, Med. cap. $- | 
0 excellent biding, which is become my perſeftion | My God, 
Thou hideſt thy treaſure, to kindle my deere ; Thow bidelt thy | 
pearl, to inflame the ſeeker ; Thou delayeſt to give, that Thou 
mails teach me to importune ; ſeem'ſt not to hear, to make me 
per/ever, 


EP1G, 7. 


If Heay'ns all-quickning eyes vouchſafe to ſhine 
Upon our ſouls, we ſlight; If not, we whine ? 
Our EquinoRiall hearts can never lie 


Secure beneath the T ropicks of that eye, 
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O that mir Head were waters, and 
mime CET a fountaine of feares ! 
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VIII. 


0 that my head were waters, and mine eyes 
a fountain of tears, that 1 might weep day 
and night. 


O That mine eyes were ſprings, and could transform 
Their drops to ſeas } my fighs into a orm 

Of zeal and ſacred violence, whercin 

This lab' ring veſſel laden with her finne, 

Might ſuffer ſudden ſhipwrack, and be ſplit 

Upon that rock, where my drencht ſoul may lit 

O'rwhelm'd with pleateous paſſion ; O and there 

Drop, drop into an everlaſting tear ! 

Ah me! that ey'ry fliding vein that wanders 

Through this vaſt Iſle 41d work her wild meanders 

In brackiſh rears in ſtead of bloud, and ſwell 

This fleſh with holy dropfies, from whoſe well, 

Made warm with fighs, may fume my waſting breath 

Whil' I diffolve in teams, and reek to death ! 
Theſe narrow luces of my dribbling eyes 

Are much too ſtrait for thoſe quick ſprings that riſe, 
And hourely fill my temples to the top ; 

I cannot ſhed for ey'ry finne a drop. 

Great builder of mankind, why haſt thou ſent 

Such ſwelling flouds, and made ſo ſmall a vent ! 

O that this fleſh had been compos'd of ſnow, 

In ſtead of earth, and bones of ice, that fo ; 

| L 3 Feeling 
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Feeling the fervour of my finne, and lorhing 
"The fire I feel I might be thaw'd to nothing ! 
O thou, that didſt with hopefull joy entomib 
Me thrice three moons in thy laborious womb, 
And then, with joyfull pain, broughtlt torch a Son, 
What worth thy labour, has thy 7 gon done } 
What was there ! Ah ! what was there in my birth 
T hat could deſerve the eafieſt ſmile of mirth £ 
A man was born : Alas, and what *Sa man £ 
A ſcuttle full of duſt, a meaſur'd ſpan 
Ot flitting Time ; a furniſh'd pack, whoſe wares 
Are ſullen griefs, and ſoul-tormenting cares : 
' Avaleoftears; a veſlel tunn'd with breath, 
By ficknelle brocht, to be drawn out by death : 
A hapleſle, helplefſe thing, that born doth cry 
To feed ; that feeds to live ; that lives to dic. 
Great God and Man, whoſe eyes ſpent.drops {o often 
For me, that cannot weep enough, O ſoften 
Theſe marble brains, and ſtrike this flintie rock 3 
Or if the muſick of thy Pezers cock 
Will more prevail, fill, fill my hearkning ears 
With that {weer ſound, that I may melr in tears : 
] cannot weep, untill thou broch mine eye; 
Or give me vent, or cl{c I burſt and dic. 


S, ANBROD, 


JY -Book 3. _ Emblems. 159 * 
S. AmBRos, in Plal. 118, 
He that committeth ſinnes to be weyt for, cannot weep for 
ſfranes committed : And being bumſelf moit lamentable, bath no 


tears to lament bu offences. 
Nazianz. Orat. 3. 
Tears arethe delugg of ſinne, and the worlds ſacrifice. 
S. Hitron. in Efaiam. 
Prayer appeaſeth God, but a tear compelleth bim : That mo- 
veth him, but this conſlraineth bins 


ErP1@e. 8, 


Earth is an Iſland ported round with fears ; 

The way to Heav'n is through the Sea of tear 

It is a ſtormy paſſage, where is found | 

The wrack of many a ſhip, bur -y man drown'd. 
4 
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Psarm 18. 5. 


{4 
The ſorrows of hell compaſſed me about, aud + 
the ſnares of death prevemted me. L 


þ not this Type well cut? Inev'ry part 

Full of rich cunning ? fll'd with Zeuxian Art? 

Arc not the hunters, and their Stygian hounds 

Limm'd full to <h' life ? didſt ever heare the ſounds, 

The muſick, and the lip-divided breaths 

Of the ſtrong-winded horn, recheats, and deaths 

Done more exa® ? eh' infernall Nimrods hollow ? 

The lawlefſe Purliews ? and the game they follow 2 

The hidden engines ? and the ſnares chat lie 

So undiſcover'd, ſo obſcure toth' eye _ 

The new-drawn net? and her entang e 

And him that cloſes it ? Beholder, ſay, 

Is 't not well done ? ſeems not an em'lous ſtrife 

Betwixt the rare cut piture and the life 2 

Theſe Purliew-men are Devils ; and the Hounds, 

(Thoſe quick-nos'd Canibals that ſcour the grounds) 

Temptations, and the Game theſe Fiends purſue, 

Are humane ſouls, which Mill they have in view ; 

Whoſe fury if they chance to ſcape by flying, 

The $kilfull Hunter plants his ner, cloſe lying 

On th' unſuſpe&ed earth, bayred with treaſure, 

Ambitious honour, and ſelf-waſting pleafure ; 

Where if the ſoul but ſtoop, death tands prepar'd 

Todraw the net, and drawn, the ſoul 's caſnar'd, F 
| oore 
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Poore ſoul ! how art thou hurried to and fro ? 

Where canſt thou ſafely ſtay ? where ſafely go ? 

If ſtay, theſe hot-mouth'd hounds are apt to tear thee ; 
If go, the ſnare8encloſe, the ners en(nare thee : 

Whar good in this bad world has pow'r t invite thee 


 Awilling gueſt ? wherein can earth delight thee ? 


Her pleaſures are but itch ; her wealth but cares ; . 


* A world of dangers, and a world of ſnares : 


The cloſe purſuers bufic hands do plant 
Snares in thy ſubſtance z Snares attend thy want ; 
Snares in thy credit ; Snares in thy diſgrace ; 

Snares in thy high eſtate 3 Snares in thy baſe ; 

Snares tuck thy bed, and Snares arround thy board ; 
Snares watch thy thoughts, and Snares attach thy word ; 
Snares in thy quiet ; Snares in thy commotion z 

Snares in thy diet 3 Snares in thy deyotion 

Snares lurk in thy reſolves ; Snares in thy doubt ; 

Snares lie within thy heart, and Snares without 3 

Snares are aboye thy head, and Snares beneath 3 

Snares in thy ſickneſle ; Snares are in thy death : 

O, if theſe Purliews be fo full of danger, 

Great God of Harts, the worlds ſole ſov'reigne Ranger, 
Preſerve thy Deere, and let my ſoul be bleſt 
In thy ſafe Forreſt, where I (eek for reſt - 
Then let the hell-hounds rore ; I fear no ill ; 
Rouze me they may, but have no pow t to kill. 
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S. AMBROS. lib. 4. in cap. 4. Lucz. PR j- 

The reward of honours, the height of power, the delicacie of <-. 

diet, and the heautie of a harlot are the ſnares of the devil. | 
S. AMBRos, de bono mortis. 

whileſt thou ſcekeſt pleaſures thou runnef into ſnares ; for 

the eye of the barlot us the ſnare of the Adulterer. 
SAVANAR, 

In eating, be ſetteth before us gluttony ; Tnjgeneration, luxu- 
7) 3 1n labour, ſluggiſhneſſe; In conver ſing, envy; In governing, 
covetouſneſſe ; 1n corretiing, anger ; In bonour, pride ; In the 
heart, be ſetteth evil thoughts ; In the mouth, evil words ; In 
aftions, evil works : when awake, be moveth us to evil attions; 
when aſleep, to filtby dreams. 


EP16. g. 
Be ſad, my Heart, deep dangers wait thy mirth 
/ Thy ſoul's way-laid by Sea, by Hell, by Earth ; 
Hell has her hounds ; Earth, ſnares ; the Seay a ſhelf ; 
But molt of all, my Heart, beware tby (elf. 
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# Psaim 143+ 2+ 


Enter wot into judgement with thy ſervant, 
| for un thy fight ſhall no man living be \ 
juſtified. | 


w 


Jeſus. + Faſſtics. Sinner. 
: TH Ring forth the prifner, Juſtice. ut. Thy commands 
" B Hi yr aro mi iſner ſtands. 


ff, What hath the priſner done ? Say what 's the cauſe 

Of his commitment ? 7uft. He has broke the laws 

Of his too gracious God ; confpir'd the death 

Of that great Majeſty that gave him breath, -Y 

) Andheapetranſ; on, Lord, upon tranſgrefhon. f 

7eſ. How know'ft thou this ?JuftBv'n by his own confeſſion 

His finnes are crying ; and they cyy'daloud: 

They ary'd to Heavn; they cry'd to Heav'n for bloud. | 

Je. What fay*ﬆ thou, finner ? haſt thou ought to plead, w 
T hat ſentence ſhould nor paſſe ? hold up thy head, =, 

And ſhew thy brafen, thy rebellious face. 3 

Sin. Ah me! T dare not < I'm too'vite and baſe a 

To tread upon the earth, much more to life £Y 

Mine eyes to Heay'n: I need no other ſhrifc 

| Then mine own conſcience 3 Lord, I muſt confeſle, 

| Tam no more then duſt, and no whit lefle 

Then my inditement ſtyles me. Ah, if thou 

Search too ſevere, with too ſevere a brow , 

What fleſh can ſtand ? I have tranſgreſt thy laws g. - 

My merits plead thy vengeance, not my caule. 


me —_———— 
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Fuft. Lord, ſhall I ſtrike the blow ? ef: Hold, Juſtice,ſtay:; 


Sinner, ſpeak on ; what haſt thou more to ſay ? 
Sin. Vile as l am, and of my ſelf abborr'd, 
I am thy handy-work, thy creature, Lord, 
Stampt with thy glorious Image, and at firſt 
Moſt like to thee, though now a poore accurſt 
\ ConviRted catiff, and degen'rous creature, | 
 Heretrembling at thy bar. Z«ſt. Thy fault 's the greater, 
| Lord, ſhall I ſtrike the blow ? ef. Hold, Juſtice, ſtay: 
Speak, ſinner; haſt thou nothing more to ſay r 
Siz. Nothing but Mercy, Mercy ; Lord, my ſtate [ | 


— 


Is miſerably poore and deſperate ; 
I quite renounce my ſelf, the world, and flee 
From Lord to Jeſus : from thy ſelf, to thee. 

Juſt. Ceaſe thy vain hopes ; my angry God has vow'd 
Abuſed mercy muſt have bloud for bloud : 

Shall I yet ſtrike the blow 2 Zef. Stay, Juſtice, hold ; 
My bowels yearn, my fainting bloud growes cold, 
To view the trembling wretch ; me thinks I (py 

My fathers image in the priſners eye . 

Juſt. 1 cannot hold. Zeſ. Then turn thy thirſty blade 
Into my ſides : let there the wound be made : 
Chear up, dear ſoul, redeem thy life with mine: 
My ſoul ſhall ſmart, my hear: ſhall bleed for thine. 

Sm. Oground-lefſe deeps | O love beyond degree ! 
TH' offended dies to ſet th' offender free. 


ot... 
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S. AucusT: 
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p S.  AuGusTs 
Lord, if 1 have done that, for which thou maiſt damne me 3 
thou baſt not loſt that, whereby thou maiſt ſave me : Remember 
| not,ſweet Jeſus, thy juſtice againſt the ſrner, but thy benignity 
tewards thy creature ; Remember not to proceed againſt a guil- 
ty ſoul, but remember thy merty towards a miſerable wretch * 
. Forget the inſolence of the provoker, and behold the miſery of 
. | the invoker 3 for what us Jeſus but a Saviour? 
n ANSELM. | 
Have reſpeft to what thy Sonne hath done for me, and for- 
þ get what my finnes have done againſt thee : My fleſh bath pro- 
| voked thee to vengeance; let the fleſh of Chriſt move thee to 
mercy : It is much that my rebellions bave deſerved ; but it is 
more that my Redeemer bath merited, 


E P1G. 10. 


Mercie of mercies | He that was my drudge 
Is now my Advocate, is now my Judge : 
He ſuffers, pleads, and ſentences, alone : 


Three I adore, and yer adgre but One. 
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X I. 


Psaim 69.15. 


Let n0t the water-flood overflow me, neither 
let the deeps ſwallow me up. 


"= world *s a Sea 3 my fleſh a Ship that *'s mann'd 
With lab'ring Thoughts, and ſtcer'd by Reaſons hand £ 
My Heart's the Sea-mans Card, whereby ſhe fails ; ' 
My looſe AﬀeCtions are the greater Sails : 
The Topſail is my Fancie, and the Guſts 
That fill theſe wanton ſheets are worldly Luſts. 
Pray'r isthe Cable, at whoſe end appears 
The Anchor Hope, nev'r flipt but in our fears * 

Will *s th! unconſtant Pilot, that commands 

he ſtagg'ring Keel z my Sinnes are like the Sands £ 

Repentance is the Bucker, and mine Eye 
The Pump, unus'd ( but in extremes) and dry : 
My Conſcience is the Plummet that doth preſſe 
The deeps, but ſcldome cries, A fathom leſſe : 
Smooth Calm 's ſecurity z the Gulf, deſpair 3 
My Fraught's Corruption, and this Life *s my Fair: 
My Soul 's the Paſſenger, confus'dly driven 
From fear to fright ; her landing-Port is Heaven. 
My Seas are ſtormy, and my Ship doth leak ; 
My Saylers rude z my Steerſman faint and weak : 
My Canvace torn, it flaps from (ide to fide 3 
My Cable 's crakt, my Anchor'*s ſlightly rid ; 
My Pilot's craz'd, my ſhipwrack=Sands are cloak'd ; 


My Bucket 's broken, and my Pump is choak'd 3 | 
M My 


170 Emblemes. Book 3, 
My.Calm 's deceitfull ; and my Gulf too near.; + 
My Wares are {lubber'd, and my Fare's too dear : 
My Plummet *s light, it cannot fink nor ſound 

O ſhall my Rock-bethreatned Soul be drown'd ? 
Lord,ſti]] the Scas, and ſhield my Ship from harm ; 
Inſtru& my Sailours, guid my Steerſmans arm : 
Touch thou my Compaſle, and renew my Sails 
Send ſtiffer courage, or ſend milder gales 3 

Make ſtrong my Cable ; bifid my Anchor faſter ; 
Dire& my Viler, and be thou his Maſter ; 

ObjeR the Sands to my more ſerious view, 

Make found my oy bore my Pump anew * 


.New caſt my Plummet, make it apr to try 
Where the Rocks lurk, and where the Quickſands lie ; 
Guard thou the Gulf with love, my Calms with care ; 
Cleanſe thou my Fraught ; accept my ſlender Fare ; 
(Refreſh the Sea-lick paſſenger ; cut ſhort: 
His Voyage ; land him in his wiſhed "Port : 
Thou, T hou, whom winds and ſtormy ſeas obey, ] 
That through the deep gav'it grumbling Iſr'ell way, 
Say to my Soul, be (afe ;'and then mine eye 
Shall ſcorn grim death, although grim dcath ſtand by; 
O thou whoſe ſtrength-reviving Arm did cheriſh | 
Thy ſinking Peter, at the point to periſh, | 
Reach forth thy hand, or bid me tread the wave, 
I'll come, Vil come : the voyce that calls will (ave. 


S, AMBROS» 
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S. AMBROS, Apol. poſt. pro David. Cap.z- 

The confluence of luſts make a great tempeſt, which in this 

ſea diſturbeth the ſea-faring ſoul,that reaſon cannot govern it. 
S. AuGuSrT. Soliloqu, Cap.3 5. 

we labour in a boyſterons ſea : Thou ftandeſt upou the (hore 
aud ſceſt our dangers : Grue us grace to bold a middle courſe 
betwixt Scylla and Charybdrs, that both dangers eſtaped, we 
'may arrive at our Port ſecure. . | 


Ep1G, 17, 


My Soul, the ſeas are rough, and thou a ſtranger 
In theſe falſe coaſts ; O keep aloof 3 there 's danger 2 
Caſt forth thy plummet ; ſee a rock appears ; 
Thy ſhip wants ſea-room z make it with thy tears. 
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XII. 


Jos 14.13» 
0 that thou wouldſt hide me inthe grave, that 
thou wouldſt keep me ſecret untill thy wrath 


be paſt ! 
Whither ſhall T fly ? what path untrod 
Q Shall I ſeek out to ſcape the flaming rod 
Of my offended, of my angry God ? 


Where ſhall I ſojourn ? what kind ſea will hide 
My head from Thunder ? where ſhall I abide, 
Until his flames be quench'd or laid aſide ? 


What, if my feet ſhould take their haſty flight, 
And ſeek proteRion in the ſhades of night ? 
Alas, no ſhades can blind the God of Light, 


What, if my ſoul ſhould take the wings of day, 
And find ſome defart ; if the ſpring away, 
The wings of vengeance clip as falt as they. 


What if ſome ſolid rock ſhould entertain | 
be ſoul ? Can (olid rocks reſtrain — 7 
The ſtroke of Juſtice, and not cleave in twain? EL > 


Nor Sea, nor Shade, nor Shield, nor Rock, nor Cave, 
Nor filent Deſarts, nor the ſullen Grave, 
Where flame-ey'd fury means to (mite, can ſave. 


The Seas will part ; Graves open ; Rocks will (plit ; 
The Shield will cleave; the _ Shadows flit ; 


Where Juſtice aims, her fiery darts muſt hit, 
4. M 3 No 
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No, no, if ſtern-brow'd yengeance means to thunder, 
There is no place above, beneath, nor under, \ 
So cloſe, bur will unlock, or rive in ſunder. 


*T is vain to flec; *r is neither here nor there 
| Can (cape that hand un1l that hand torbear z 
Ah me ! where is he not, that's every where £ 


*T is vain to flcs ; till gentle mercy (hew 
Her berrter eye, the farther of: we go, 
The ſwing of Juſtice deals the mightier blow. 


TH ingenious child, corre&ed, doth not flic 
His angry mothers hand, but clings more nigh, 
And quenches with his tears her tiaming eye. 


Shadows arc faithleſſe, and the rocks are falic ; 
No truſt in brafle, no truſt in marble walls ; . 
Poore cots are cven as late as Princes halls. 


Great Goc, there is no ſatery here bclow ; 
Thou art my Fortrefſc, though thou ſeem'it my fo, 
*T is thou that ftcik*it the ſtroke mult guard the blow. 


T hou art my God z by thee I fall or ſtand ; 
Thy Grace hath giv'n me courage to withitand 
All torturgs, but my conſcicnce and thy hand. 


I know thy Juſtice is thy ſelf; I know, 
Juſt God, thy yery ſclf is Mercy too 
If not to thee, where ? whither ſhould T go ? 


Then work thy will ; Tf paſſion bid me flee, 
My reaſog ſhall obey 5 my wings ſhall be 
Stretcht out no further then from thee to thee. 


S, AuGusr, 


Book A; E mblemes « : I 75 
S. AuGusr, in Pſal. zo. 

Whither flie 1? To what place can 1 ſafely flie? To what 
mountain ? To what den? To what ſtrong houge £ What caſtle 
ſoall I hold ? what walls ſhall bold me * Whitherſoever 1 $0 
my ſelf ſolloweth me : For whatſoever thou flieſt, 0 mans , 
thou maiſt, but thy own conſcience : whereſvever O Lord, 1 goz 
I fiad thee if angry, a Revenger ; if appeaſed, a Redeemer * 
hat way have tl, but 10 flie from thee to thee : That tho# 
maiſt avo d thy God, addreſſe thee to thy Lord. 


EP 1G, . I2. 


Hath vengeance found thee ? Can thy fears command 
No rocks to ſhield thee from her —_— hand ? 
Know'ſt thou nat where to ſcape ? I'll rell-rhee where ; 
My ſoul make clean thy —— 3 hide thee there, 

; 4 
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Jo B TIO, 20, 


Are not my dayes few ? Ceaſethen, and let 
me alone , that I may bewail my ſelf a little. 


M\ Glaſfſe is half unſpent : Forbear r arreſt 
My thriftlcfſe day too ſoon ©: my poore requeſt 
Is that my glafſe may run bur our the reſt. 


My time-devoured minutes will be done _ 
Without thy help; fee, ſee how ſwift rhey run : 
Cutnot my thred before my thred be ſpun. 


The gain *s nor great I purchaſe by this ſtay 3 
| What lofle (uſtain'it thou by ſo ſmall delay, 
To whom ten thouſand years are but a day ? 


My following cye can hardly make a ſhift 
To count my winged houres z they fly ſo iy ift, 
They ſcarce deſerve the bounteous name of gift, 


The ſecret wheels of hurrying Time do give 
So thort a warning, and fo faſt they drive, 
T hat Iam dead before I ſeem to live. 


And what's a Life? a weary Pilgrimage, 
Whoſe glory in one day doth fill the ſtage 
With Childhood, Manhood, and decrepit Ages 


And what 's a Life ? the flou riking array 


Of the proud Summer meadow, which to day 
Wears her green pluſh, and is to morrow hay. 


And 
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And what 'saLife ? A blaſt ſuſtein'd with clothing, 


Maintein'd with food, retein'd with vile ſelt-lothing, 
Then weary of it (elf, again'd to nothing, 


Reade on this diall, how the ſhades devour 
My ſhort-liv'd winters day; houre eats up houre ; 
Alas, the totall's but from eight to foure. 


Behold theſe Lillies (which thy hands have made 
Fair copics of my life, 3nd open laid 
To view) how ſoon they droop, how ſoon they fade * 


Shade not that diall, night will blind too ſoon ; 
My nonag'd day already points to noon 3 
How fimple is my ſuit! how ſmall my boon ! 


Nor do | beg this {lender inch, to while 
The time away, or falſely to beguile 
My thoughts with joy ; here 's nothing worth a ſmile, 


No, no: *t is not to pleaſe my wanton cars 
With frantick mirth , I beg bur houres, not years : 
And what thou giv t me, 1 will give totears, 


Draw not that ſoul which would be rather led ; 
That Seed has yct not broke my Serpents head 
O ſhall | dy before my ſinnes are dead ? 


Bold theſe rags ; am I a fitting gueſt 
Tortaſ\t the dainties of thy royall feaſt, 
With hands and facc unwallfd, ungirt, unbleſt £ 


Firſt, let the Jordan ſtreams {that fiad ſupplies 
From the deep fountain of my heart) ariſe, 
And cleanſe my (pats, and clear my leprous eyes. 


I have a world of (innes to be lamented ; 
{ have a ſea of tears that muſt be vented : 
O ſpare till then 3 and chen I die contented. 


Book 3. Emblemes. 179. 
S. AuGusr. lib. de Civit. Dei Cap. 10, ; 

The time wherein we live is taken from the (pace of our life; 
and what remainetb is dayly made leſſe and leſſe, in ſo much 
that the time of our life is nothing but a paſſage to death. 

S. GRrKG. lib. g. Cap.44 in Cap: 10. Job. - 

As moderate affliftions bring tears, ſo immoderate take 
away tears; In ſo much that ſorrow becometh no ſorrow, 
which ſwallowing up the mind of the afflicted, taketh away 
the ſenſe of the af flition. 


_y 


EP1G. I2. 


Fear'ſt thou to go, when ſuch an Arm invites thee 2' 

Dread'{ thou thy loads of finne ? or what aftrights thee $ 
It rhou begin to tear, thy fear begins; , 
Fool, can he bear thee hence, and not thy os? 
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DuzuTzRONOMY 32« 29. 


"0 that men were wiſe, and that they under- 
ſtood this, that they would conſpaer their 
latter end. 


Fleſh. Spirits 


Fl, VA7 Hat means my liſters eye fo oft to paſſe 
Throughthe long entry of that Optick elafſe e 

Tell me ; what ſecret virtue doth invite 
Thy wrinkled eye to ſuch unknown delight ? 

Sp, It helps the fight, makes things remote appear 
In perfe& view z It draws the obje near. 

Fl. Whar ſenſe-delighrting objeRs doſt thou (pic ? 
Whatdoth that Glaſſe preſent before thine eye ? 

Sp. 1 ſee thy foe, my reconciled friend, 
Grim Death, even ſtanding at the Glaſſes end ; 
His left hand holds a branch of Palm ; his right 

. Holds forth a two-edg'd (word. F}. A proper fight ! 
And is this all ? doth thy ProſpeRtive pleaſe 
Th' abuſed fancy with no ſhapes bue theſe 2 

Sp. Yes, 1 behold the dark*ned Sun bereav'n 
Of all his light, the battlements of Heav'n 
Swelt'ring in flames z the Angel-guarded Sonne 
Of glory on his high Tribunal-Throne z 
I ſce a Brimſtone Sea of boyling fire, 
And Fiends, with knotted whips of flaming wire, 
Torrt'ring poore ſouls, that gnaſh their teeth in vain, 
And gnaw their flame-tormented tongues for pain. 


Fl. 
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Fl. 


Book K 


Look, ſiſter, how the queazy-ſomack'd Graves 
Vomit their dead, and* how the purple waves 
Scalld their conſumcleſſe bodyes, ſtrongly curſing 
All wombs for bearing, and all paps for nurſing, 
Can thy diſtemper'd fancy take delight : 
Ta view of tortures ? thete are ſhowes t affright ; - 
Look in this glafſle triangular ; look here, 
Here's that will raviſh eyes. Sp. What ſeeft thou there? 
The world in colours, cofours that diftain 
The cheeks of P7otens, or the filken train 
Of Flsra's Nymphs ; ſuch various forts of hiew, 
As Sun-confronting irs never knew : 
Here, if thou pleaſe to beautihe a rown, 
Thou maiſt ; or with a hand, turn *t upfide down ; 
Here mayſt thou (cant or widen by the meaſure 
Of thine own will ; make ſhort or 9 at pleaſure * 
Here mayſt thou tire thy fancy, and adviſe 
With ſhows more apt to pleaſe more curious eyes. 
Ah fool ! that dor'ſt on vain, on preſent toyes, 
And diſreſpe&'it thoſe true, thoſe future joyes ! 
How ſtrongly are thy thoughts befool'd, alas, 
To dote on goods that periſh with thy glaſſe | 
Nay, vanith with the turning of a hand ! 
Were they but painted colours, it might ſtand 
With painted reaſon, that they might devote thee 3 
Bur things that have no being to beſot thee ? 
Foreſight of future trorments is the way 
To baulk thoſe ills which preſent joyes bewray z 
As thou haſt fool'd thy ſelf, ſo now come hither, 
Break that fond glaſſe, and let 's be wiſe together, 


S, BOXAVENT., 
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BoNAVENT. de contemptu ſeculi. W- 
0 that men would be wiſe, underſtand, and foreſee: Be wiſe, . 
to know three things : The multitude of thoſe that are to be ; 
damned © the few number of thoſe that are tobe ſaved; and + 
the vanity of tran(tory things : Vaderſtaud three things ; the * 
multitude of franes, the omiſſion of good things, and the loſſe of * 
time : Foreſee three things, the danger of death, the lat judge- 
ment, and eternall puniſhment. 


E PiG. 14+ 
What, Soul, no further yet? what ney'r commence 
Maſter in Faith ? Still batchelour of Senſe ? 4 


Is 'r inſufficiency ? Or what has made thee 
Oreſlip thy loſt degree ? thy luſts have ſtaid thee. 


_ III 
My bife ir ſpent with gref. & mY Veeres | 
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Psarm 3O. 10s | 
My life is ſpent with grief, and my years with. 
ſighing. iro 
Hat ſullen Starre ruPd my untimely birth, 
That wodld not lend my dayes one houre of mitth: 
How oft have theſe bare knees been bent, to gazt 
The ſlender atms of one poore [{mile, in vain-! | 
How often, tir'd with the faftidions light, 
Have my faint lips implor'd the ſhades of night ? - 
How often have my nightly corments praid 
For lingring twilight, glurted with the ſhade? 
Day worfe there nigh, night worſe then day appears; 
In fears I ſpend my nights ; my dayes in tears: 
I moan unpitri'd, grone without retief, 
There is nor end, nor meafute of ny grief, 
The ſmiling flow't ſalutes the ay ; it growes 
Untouch'd with care 3 it neither fpins nor ſowes : 
O that my tedious life, were like this flow, 
Or freed from grief, or finifh'd with an houre * 
. Why was I born ? Why was [ born a man ? 
And why proportion'd by ſo large a ſpan ? 
Or why ſuſpended by the common lor, 
And being born to dy, why dy I not? 
Ah me ! why is my ec + breath 
Deni'd the eafie priviledge of death ? 
The branded ſlave, that rugs the weary oare, 
Obteins the Sabbath of a welcome ſhore; 
His ranſom'd ſtripes are heal'd ; his native ſoyl 
Sweetens the mem'ry of his forrein toyl : e 
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But ah! my ſorrows are not half ſo bleſt ; 

My labour finds no point, my pains no reſt : 

I barter fighs for tears, and tears for grones, 

Still vainly rolling Siſyphean ſtones : 

Thou juſt Obſerver of our flying houres, 

That, wich thy Adamancine fangs, devours 

The brazen monuments of renowned Kings, 
Dorh thy glafle ſtand ? Or be thy moulting wings 
Unapt to fly ? If not why doſt thou ſpare 

A willing breaſt ; a breaſt that ſtands (o fair ? 

A dying breaſt, that hath but onely breath 

To beg a wound, and ſtrength to crave a death 2 
O that the pleaſed Heay*ns would once diflolye 

T hee fleſhly fetters, that ſo faſt involve 

-- My hamp'red ſoul ; then ſhould my ſoul be bleſt 
From all theſe ills, and wrap her thoughts inreft : 
Till then, my dayes are months, my months are years, 
My years are ages to be ſpent in tears : 

My grief 's entail'd upon my waſtfull breath, 
Which no recov'ry can cut off, but death ; 

Breath drawn in cottages, puft out in thrones, 
Begins, continues, and concludes in grones. 


Book 1; | 


INNOCENT. 
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INNOCENT. de vilitate condit.humanz. | 

0 who will give mine eyes a fountain of tears, that I may 
bewail the miſerable ingreſſe 'of mans condition ; the ſinfull 
progreſſe of mans converſation; the dammable egreſſe in mans 
diſſolution"? I witl conſider with tears , whereof man was 
made, what man dath, and what: man is to do. Alas, he is 
formed of earth, conceived in ſinne, born to puni et : He 
doth evil things, which are not lawful! ; He doth filthy thingss 
which are 'qF accent ; He doth vaiyi things, which are not 
expedient. - Fs 


ws ad 1: 
My heart, Thy life 's a debt by Bond, which bears 
Alecret date ; the uſe is Grones and Tears : 

Plead not z uſurious Nature will have all, 


As well the Int'reſt as the a 3 
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Romanes 7.23- v4 8 

I fee another Law in my members warring 

againſt the Lawof my mind, and bringing 
me into captivitie tothe Law of finne. 


And how my unreſoly'd reſolves do vary ? \- 
I know not whereto fix; ſometimes I go - 
)This way, then that, and then the quitggontrary? 
I like, diſlike ; lament for what I could noty.”*  — 
I do, undo; yet ſtill do what I ſhould notz *: __ 
And at the (elf ſame inſtant will the thing I would not: - - 


I 
'0; How my will is hurried to and fro, 


2 
Thus are my weather-beaten thoughts oppreſt 
With th' earth-bred winds of my prodigious will ;\ 
Thus am I hourely toſt from Eaſt to We 
Upon the rowling ſtreams of good and ill : 
Thus am I driven upon theſe ſlipp*ry ſuds, 
From reall ills ro falſe apparent goods : 
My life 's a troubled ſea, compos'd of Ebs and Flonds. 


3 
The curious Penman, having trimm'd his page 
With the dead language of hrs dabbled quill, 
Lets fall a hecdlefle drop, then in a rage 
Caſhiers the fruits of his unlucky kill ; 
Ev*n fo my pregnane ſoul in th' infant bud 
Of her beſt thoughts, ſhowrs down a cole-black flood 
Of unadviſed ills, and cancels all her good. 
| N 3 Sometimes 


Ne 
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| 4 
Sometimes a ſudden flaſh of facred heat * 
Warms my chill ſoul, and ſers my thoughts in frame : 
But ſoon that fire is ſhouldred from her ſear 
By luſtfull Cupids much inferiour flame : 
I feel rwo flames, and yet no flame entire ; 
Thus are the'mungrill thoughts of mixt deſire 
Conſym'd between that heay*nly and this earthly firc. 


5 
Sometimes my traft-diſdaining thoughts out-paſle 

The common period of terrene conceit z 

O then, me thinks I ſcorn the thing I was, 

WhilR I ſtand raviſht at my new eſtate : 

But when th'* Icarian wings of my deſire 
. Feel but the warmth of their own narive fire, 
| O then they melt and plunge within their wonted mire, 

6 


I know the nature of my wav'ring mind ; 
I know the frailty of my fleſhly will : 
, My Paſſion *s Eagle-ey'd 3 my judgement blind ; 
I know what 's good, but yet make choice of ill. 
When th' Oſtrich wings of my defires ſhall be 
So dull, they cannot mount the leaſt degree, 
Yet grant my ſoul deſire but of defuing thee. 


S, BExRN, 


Emblemes, | 90 + 
S. Benn. Med. g. 

My heart is a vain heart, « vagabond and inſtable heart 
while it is led by its own judgement, and wanting Druine 
counfe! cannot ſubſiſt in it ſelf, and whileſt it divers wayes 
ſeeketh reſt, findeth none, but remaineth miſerable through 
labour, and void of peace : It agreeth not with it ſelf ; it diſ- 
ſenteth from it ſelf; it altereth reſolutions, changeth the 
Judgement, frameth new thoughts, pulleth down the old, and 
buildeth them up again : 1t willeth and willeth not; and never. 
remaineth tn the ſame ſtate. 

S. Aucusr. de verb. Apoſt. 

Then it would,it cannot ; becauſe when it might, it would 

not : Therefore by an evil will man loft his good power, 


' Book 4. 


EP169. 1, 1 
My ſoul, how are thy thoughts diſturb'd, confin'd, 
Enlarg'd betwixt thy members and thy mind ! 
Fix here or there ; thy doubt-depending cauſe 
Can nev'r expe& one verdi& 'twixt two Laws. 
N 4 
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II. 


Palm _ 119. 5- 
0 that my wayes were diretted to keep thy 
Statutes ? 


I 
HusT, the obj e& of the worlds diſdain, 
T With Pilgrime-pace ſurround the weary earth : 
I onely reliſh what the world counts vain ; 
Her marth 's my grief ; her ſullen gricf, my mirth; 
Her light my darknefle z and her truth my errour 
Her freedom is my jail ; and her delight my terrour. 


2 
Fond earth ! proportion not my ſceming love 
To my long itay ; let not thy thoughts deceive thee ; >; ;- 
Thou art my priſon, and my home 's above 7M 
My life 's a preparation but to leave thee : 
Like one that ſeeks a doore, I walk about thee </ 
With thee I cannot live; I cannot live without thee. 


The world 's a lab'rinth, Rey. anfratuous wayes 
Are all compos'd of rubs and crook*d mranders : 
No reſting here ; He *s hurried back that ſtayes 
A thought ; and he that goes unguided wanders : 
Her way is dark, her path untrod, unev'nj | 
So bard 's the way from earth; ſo hard 's the way to Heay'n, 


This gyring lab'rinth is homtabi about 
On either hand with ſtreams of ſulph'rous fire, 
Streams cloſely {liding, erring in and out, 
But ſeeming pleaſant to the fond deſcricr ; 
. Where if his footſteps truſt their own invention, 
He falls without redreſſe, and {inks beyond dimenſion. 
| wW 
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5 
Where ſhall T ſeek a Guide ? where ſhall I meet 
Some lucky hand to lead my trembling paces f 
Wha: truſty Lantern will dire& my feet 
To ſcape the danger of theſe dang'rous places ? 
What hopes have I to paſſe without a Guide ? 
Where one gets ſafely through, a.thouſand fall beſide, 
ant 


An unrequeſted Starre did gently ſlide 
Before the Wiſemen to a greater Light ; 
Back-ſliding [ſr'el found a double Gnide ; 
A Pillar, anda Cloud ; by day, by night : 
Yet in my deſp'rate dangers, which be farre 
More great thert theirs, I have nor Pillar,Cloud, nor Starre, 


7 
O that the pineons of a clipping Dove 
Would cur my paſſage through the empty Aire ; 
Mine eyes being ſceld, how would T mount above 
T hereach of danger and forgotten care ! 
My backward eyes ſhould ney'r commit that fault, 
Whole laſting guilt ſhould build a Monument of Salt, 
; 8 
Great God, that art the lowing Spring of Light, 
Enrich mineeyes with thy refulgent Ray : 
Thou art my Path; dire& my ſteps aright ; 
L have no other Light, no other Way : 
# I! truſt my God, and him alone purſue ; 
His La ſhall be my Path ; his Heay'nly Light my Clue. 


S., AuGusr, 
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S. Aucusr. Soliloqu. cap- 4- FEY 
0 Lord, who art the Light, the way, the Truth, the Life ; | 
in whom there is no darkneſſe, errour, vanitie, not death : The 
ght, without which there is darkneſſe; The Way, without 
which there is wandering ; The Truth, without which there 
i errour ; The Life, without which there is death : Say, Lords 
Let there be Light, and I ſhall ſee Light, and eſchew darkneſſe 3 
I ſball ſee the Way, and a'veid wandering ; 1 ſhall ſte theTruth, 
and ſhun errour; 1 ſhall ſee Liſe, and eſcape death: Illumiate, 
0 illuminate my blind ſoul, which ſjtteth in darkneſſe, and the 
ſhadow of death: and direft my feet in the way of peace. - 


EP1G. 2, 
Pilgrime,trudge on : What makes thy ſoul complain 
Crownes thy complaint. The way to reſt is pain : 
The road to reſolution lies by doubt : 
T he next way home *s the fartheſt way about. 
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PsaiM 17. 5e 
{St my ſteps in thy paths, that my feet 


not ſliae. | 


427, I 
'T Hen ere the old Exchange of profit rings 
Her filver Saints-bell of uncertain gains, 
My merchant ſoul can ſtretch both legs and wings 3. 
How I can run, and take unwearied pains! ; 
The charms of profit are ſo ſtrong ,that I 
Who wantcd legs to go find wings to fly. 


2 
[ftime-beguiling Pleafure but adyance 
Her luſtfull trump, and blow her bold alarms, 
0 how my (portfull foul can frisk and.dance, 
And hug that Syren. in her twined/arms ! dz: 2 6 
The ſprightly voyce of finew-ſtrengrbning ples 
Can lend my bedrid ſoul bath legs and leakures *> 


[fblazing Honour chance to All my veins 
With flatt*ring warmth, and flaſhof Courtly fireg! 
My ſoul can take a pleaſure in her pains z 
My lofty ſtrutting ſteps diſdain to tire ; 
My antick knees can turn upon the hinges 
Of Complement, and skrue a thouſand cringes- 


4 
Jiutwhen I come to Thee, my God, that art 
Theroyall Myne of everlaſting creaſure, 
The reall Honour of my berter part, 
And living Fountain of eternall pleaſure, 
How nerveleſſe are my limbs | how faint and flow ! 
+ TI have nor wings to fly, nor legs to go. 
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So 
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5 
So when the ſtreams of ſwifr-foot Rhene convay 
Her upland riches to the Belgick ſhore ; 
T he idle veſlel ſlides the wat'ry lay, 
Withour'the blaſt, or tug, of wind, or oare 
Her flipp'ry kecl divides the filver fome 
With eaſe ; ſo facil is the way from home. 


6 
But when the home- bound veſſel turns her ſails 
Againſt the breaſt of the refifting ſtream, 
Orthen ſhe ſlugs ; nor ſail, nor oare prevails ; 
The Stream is ſturdy, and her Tides extreme : 
Exch ftroke is lofſe, and ev'ry tug is vain : 
A Boatelengths purchaſe is a League of pain, 


7 
Great All in All, that art my reſt, my home; 
My way is tedious, and my ſteps are ſlow : 
Reach forth thy helpfull hand, or bid me come : 
I am thy child, O teach thy child togo : 
Conjoyn thy ſweet commands to my defirez 
And I will venture, though I fall or cire. 


S., Aucusr, 


| 
| 
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S. AuGusr, Ser. 15. de Verb. Apoſt. 

Be alwayes _—_ at what thou art, if thou deſrrelt to 
attain to what thou art aot : For where thou haſt pleaſed thy 
ſelf, there thou abideſt : But if thou ſayeit, I bave enough\thog 

iſheft : Alwayes adde, alwayes walk, alwayes proceed ; 
ns ſtand ſtill, nor ga: ; ht, no/ deviate: He that ſtandeth 
fill, proceedeth not ; Regoeth back, that continueth not ; He 
' deviateth, that revolteth* He goeth better that-creepeth in 
bs way, then he that runneth out of bus way. 


EP16G. 3. 


| | Fear not, my Soul, to loſe for want of cunningz 

Weep not 3 Heav'n is not alwayes got by running : 
Thy thoughts are ſwift, although thy legs be flow z 
True love will creep, not having ſtrength to go, 
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IV. 


Psaru 119+ 120. 


My fleſh trembleth for fear of thee, and I 
am afraid of thy judgements. 


[ Et others boaſt of luck, and go their wayes 
ith their fair game ; know gains ſcldome playes 
Tobe too forward, but doth wiſely frame 
Her backward Tables for an after-game : 
She gives thee leave to venture many a blot z 
And, for her own advantage, hits thee not 4 
But when her pointed Tables are made fair, 
That ſhe be ready for thee, then beware 3 
Then, if a neceflary blot be fer, 
She hits thee 3 wins the game, perchance the ſer 2 
If proſp'rous chances make thy caſting high, 
Be wiſely temp'rate ; caſt a ſerious eye 
On after dangers, and keep back thy game 3 
Too forward (ced-times make thy harveſt lame : 
If left-hand Fortune give thee left-hand chancess 
Be wiſely patient 3 ler no envious glances 
Repine to view thy gameſters heap ſo fair 3 
The hindmoſt Hound takes of the doubling Hare. 
The worlds greatMice are falſe ; ſometimes they go 
Extremely high, ſometimes extremely low : 
Ofall her gameſters he that playes the leait 
Lives ws at eaſe, playes moſt ſecure and beſt ; 
The way to win, is to play fair, and ſwear 
Thy (elf a ſervant to the Crown of fear 5 MR 
car 
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Fear is the Primmer of a Gameſters skill : 
Who fears not Bad ſtands moſt unarm'd to 111 : 

. Thelll that 's wiſely fear'd, is half withſtood ; 
And fear of Bad is the beſt foyl to Good : 
True Fear 's th' El;xar, which in dayes of old 
Turn'd leaden Crofles into Crowns of Gold : 
The World 's the Tables ; Stakes, Eternall life ; 
The Gameſters, Heav'n and I ; Unequall firife ! 
My Fortunes are my Dice, whereby I frame 
My indiſpoſed Life : this Life 's the Game z 
My finnes are ſev'rall Blots 3 the Lookers on 
Are Angels ; and in death the Game is done : 
Lord, I'm a Bungler, and my Game doth grow 
Still more and more unſhap'd; my Dice run low © 
The Stakes are great 3 my cakes Blots are many ; 
And yet thou paſſelt by, and hitſt nor any : 
Thou art too ſtrong; and I haye none to guide me 
With the leaſt jog ; the lookers on deride me © 
It is a Conqueſt undeſerving Thee, 
To win a Stake from ſuch a Worm as me 5 
I have no more to loſe ; If we perfever, 
*'T is loſt ; and that once loſt Pm loſt for ever. 
Lord, wink at faults, and be nox too ſevere, 
And I will play my Game with greater fear ; 
O give me Ecar, erc Fear has paſt her date : 
Whoſe blot being hit, then fears, fears then too late. 


S BE KN, 


(, 


[ Book 4. Emblemes, 203 


S. BErn. Ser. 54. in Cant. : 
There 1s nothing ſo effefinal to obtain Grate, to retam 
Grace, and to regain Grace, as alwayes to be ſound before God 
wt 016/-wiſe, but to fear : Happy art thou if thy heart be re- 
plemſhed with three fears; a fear for Tecerved Grace, 4 
greater fear ſor loſt Grace, a greateſt fear to recover Graces 
S. AuGusT. {uper Plalm. : 

Preſent ſear begetteth Eternal ſecuritie : Fear God, which 

i above all, and no need to fear man at all. 


EP1G. 4. 
Lord, ſhall we grumble when thy flames do ſcourge us ? 
Our finnes breathe fire; that fire returns to purge us. . 
Lord, what an Alchymiſt art thou, whoſe skill 
Tranſmutes to perfe& Good from perfc& ill ! 
Oz 
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PSaru 119. 37. 
Turn away mine eyes from regarding vanitite 


I 
Ow like tothreds of flax 
| That touch the flame, are my inflam'd defires ! 
How like to yielding wax 
My ſoul diffolves before theſe wanton fires ! 
The fire, bur touch'd, the flame bur felt, 
Like flax, I burn ; likewax, I melt. 


2 
O how this fleſh doth draw 
My ferter*d ſoul to that deceitful fire ! 
And how th' cternall Law 
Is baffled by the law of my defire ! 
How truly bad, how feeming good 
Are all the laws of fleſh and bloud ! 


O wretched ſtate of mi 

The height of whoſe ambition is to borrow 
What muſt be paid agen 

With griping int'reſt of the next dayes ſorrow ! 
How wild his thoughts ! How apt torange |! 
How apt to vary! Apt tochange ! 


How intricate and a 
Is mans perplexed way to mans deſire ! 
Sometimes upon the ice 
| He ſlips, and ſometimes falls into the fire ; 
* His progreſle is extreme and bold, 
| Or very hot, or very cold. 
Q 3; The 


þ 
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5 
The common food he doth 
Suſtain his ſoul-torrhenting thoughts withall, 
Is honey in his mouth 
Tonight, and in his heart, to morrow, gall ; 
*T is oftentimes, within an houre, 
Both very ſweet and very ſowre. 
6 


Tf ſweet Corinna (mile, 

A Heay'n of joy breaks down into his heart : 
Corinna frowns awhile ? 

Hels rorments are bur copies of his ſmart : 
Within a luſtfull heart doth dwell 
A ſceming Heav'n, a very Hell. 


7 
Thus worthlefle, vain, and void , 
Of comfort, are the fruits of earths imploymear ; 
Which ere they be enjoy*d 
Diſtra& us, and deſtroy us in th* enjoyment 3 
Theſe be the pleaſutfcs that are priz'd 
When Heav'ns cheap pen'worth ſtands deſpis'd. 
8 


- Lord, quench theſe haſty flaſhes, 

Which dart as lightning from the thund'ring skies, 
And ev'ry minute, daſhes 

Againſt the wanton windows of mine eyes ; 
Lord, cloſe the caſement, whilſt I ſtand 
Behind the curiain of thy hand. 
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S. Aucusr, Soliloqu. cap. 4- 

0 thou Sun that illuminateſt both Heaven and Earth Wo 
he unto thoſe eyes which do not behold thee : Wo be unto theſe 
blind eyes which caunot behold thee : tr'o be unto thoſe which 
turn away their eyes that they will not behold thee: wo be unto 
thoſe that turn away their eyes that they may behold vanity, 

S. Currys. ſup. Matth. 19. 

What u an evil woman but the enemy of friendſhip, an una- 
voidable pain, a neceſſary miſchief, a naturall tentation, a deſe- 
derable calamity, a domeſlich danger, a deleitable imconvent- 
ence,and the nature of evil painted over with the colour of good 


EPs, 5, 


'T is vainy great God, toclofe mine eyes from ill, 
When I reſolye to keep the old man till - 
\ My rambling heart muſt cov'nant firſt with thee, 
Or none can paſſe betwixt mine _=_ and me, 

4 


208 


»—o- <7, 


oo ” 4 o : 
FR . - : TE Ren let 


&) 3 ww. 


— 


| 


' A holy ObjeR of thy Heay'nly love : 
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VI. 


ESruzr 7.3. 
If I haze found favour in thy fight, and if it 
4 pleafe the King, let my life be given me 
4t my petition. 


4: 


Hou xt the great Aſſuerus, whoſe command 
Dotk ſtretch from Pole to Pole ; the world *s thy land ; 
Rebellious Yaſbti 's the corrupted will, 
Which being call'd refuſes to fulfill 
Thy juſt ommand 7 Efther, whoſe tears condole 
The razed City *s the regen'rate Seul ; 
A captive maid, whom thou wilt pleaſe to grace 
With nuptall Honour in ſtout Yaſbt;'s place : 
Her kinſman , whoſe unbended knee did thwart 
Proud Hanens glory, is the fleſhly part : 
The ſober Ewunuch, that recall'd tro mind 
The new-built gibbet (Haman had divin'd 
For his own ruine ) fiftie cubirs high, 
Is luſtfull-:hought-controlling chabliry 3 
Inſulting Famer is that fleſhly luſt 
Whoſe red-hot fury, for a ſeafhn, muſt 
Triumph in pride, and ſtudy how to tread P 
On Mordecay, till royall Eſther plead. 
Great King, my ſent-for Yaſbti will not come ; 
O let the yl o'th bleſſed Virgins womb 
Cleanſe my poore Eftber z look, O look upon her 
With gracieuseyes 3 and let thy Beams of honour 
So ſcoure her captive ſtains, that ſhe may prove 
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Annoint her with the Spiknard of thy graces, 


Then try the ſweetneſfle of her chaſt embraces : 


Make her the partner of thy nuptiall bed, 
And ſet thy royall Crown upon her head : 
If then ambitious Haman chance to ſpend 
His ſpleen on Mordecay, that ſcorns to bend 
The wilfull Rtiffnefle of his Nubborn knee, 
Ocr baſely crouch to any Lord but thee ; 
If weeping Eſther ſhould preferre a grone 
Before the high tribunal of thy Throne, 
Hold forth thy golden Sceptre, and afford 
The gentle audience of a gracious Lord : 
And let thy royall Eſther be poſleſt 

Of half thy Kingdome, at her dear requeſt : 


Book -4 


Curb luſtfull Hamas z him that would diſgrace, 


Nay, raviſh thy fair Queen before thy face : 
And as proud Hamar was himſelf enſnar'd 
On that ſelf gibbet, that himſelf prepar'd; 
So nail my luſt, both puniſhment and guilt 


On that dear crofle that mine own luſts have buil:. 


S. Au6uSrT. 


þ | Book 4: Emblemes. 

S. AuGusr. in Ep. * : 

0 Holy Spirit.alwayes inſpire me with holy worksz(onftrain 
me, that 1 may do : Counſel mt, that I may love thee; Confirm 
J ne, ihat 1 may bold theez Confer ve me,that may no: loſe thee. 

Pay. S. AuGusT. ſup. Joan, © 
The Spirit ruſts where tbe fleſh reſteth : For as the fleſh is 
wuriſhed with ſweet things,the Spirit is "refreſhed with ſowres 
Abe Ibidem. ? 
wouldeſt thou that thy fleſh obey thy ſpirit ? Then let thy 
ſdirit obey thy God : Thou mui be governed, that thou maijſt 
govern. | 
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Of Mercy and Juſtice is thy Kingdome built z 

This plagues my fin ; and that removes my guilt # 
When ere I ſue, Aſſuerxs like decline ; 
Thy Sceptre z Lord, ſay, Half my Kingdome 's thines 
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VII. 
CANnTICLES 7.11, 


Come, my beloved, let us go forth imo the 
fields, and let us remain 1m the villaces. 


Chriſt. Soul, 


(br, Ome, come my dear, and ſet us both retire 
And whiff the daintics of the fragrant fields : 
Where warbling Phi/'mel and the ſhrill-mouth'd quire 
Chaunt forth their raprures;where the Turtle builds 
Her lonely neſt; and where the new-born bryer 
Breaths forth the fweetnefle that her Aprill yields : 
Come, come my lovely fair, and ler us tric 
Theſe rurall delicates; where thou and I 
May melt in private Sames, and fear no ſtander by. 


3 
S9ul, My hearts eternall joy, in lien of whom 
The earth's a blaſt, and all the world a bubble; 
Our Citie>manſzton is the fairer home, 
But Countrey-ſweets are tang'd with lefler trouble 2 
Let 's- try them both, and chuſe the better 3 come ; 
A change in pleaſure makes the pleaſure double : 
One thy commands depends my go, or tarrie ; 
F'll Rirre with Afartha, or VIl ſtay with Mary < 
Our hearts ace firmly fixt, although our pleaſures yarie. 


=. 
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3 


Cbr, Our Countrey-manſion ( fituate on high ) 

With various Obje&s, till renews delight ; 

Her arched roof 's of unſtain'd Tyory-: 

Her wall 's of fiery-fparkling Chryſolite ; 

Her pavement is of hardeſt Porphery ; 

Her ſpacious windows are all glaz'd with bright 
And fliming Carbuncles; no need require 
Titans faint rayes, or Fu{cans feebler fire ; 

Andev'ry Gate's a Pearl z and ey'ry Pearl, entire. 


4 
Saul. Fool that I was ! how were my thoughts deceiy'd ! 
How falſly was my fond conceit pofleſt ! 
I took it for an Hermitage, bur pay d 
And daub'd with neighb'ringdirtzand thacht at beſt; 
Alas, I nev'r expe&ted more, nor crav'd ; 
A Turtle hop'd but for a Turtles neſt : 
Come, come, my dear, and let no idle ſtay 
Negle& th' adyantage of the head-ſtrong day ; 
How pleaſure grates that feels the curb of dull delay ! 


5 
Chr. Come then, my Joy ; let our divided paces 
Condud us to our faireſt territory 3 
O there we'll rwinc our ſouls in ſweet embraces ; 

Sou!?. And 1n thine arms I'll tell my paſſion Rory : 

Chr. O there I'll crown thy head with all my graces 

Soul, And all thoſe graces ſhall refle& thy glory : 
. Chr. O there I'll feed thee with celeftall Manx 5 

I'll be thy E lkanab. Soul. And I, thy Han. 
Chr. T'1l found my trump of joy.So. And I'll reſound Hoſauna 


QC. BEAN, 
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S, BERN. 

0 bleſſed Contemplation ! The death of vices, and the life of 
virtues ! Thee the Law and Prophets admire : Who ever at= 
teined perfeition, if not by thee \ © bleſſed Solitude, the Ma- 
gazine of celeſtiall treaſure ! by thee things carthly, aud tran- 
fitory, are changed into Heaveniy, and Eternall. 

S. Barn. in Ep. 

Happy #s that bouſe, and bleſſed is that (ongregation, where 

Martha fli## complainetb of Mary. 


EP16. 7. 


Mechanick ſoul, thou muſt not onely do 

With Martha ; but, with Mary, ponder too * 

Happy 's that houſe where che fir liſters vary z 
But moſt, when Martha 's reconcil'd to Marys 
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CanTticLes I. 3. 


Draw me; we will follow after thee by the 
ſavour of thy Ointments. 


T Hus like a lump of the corrupted Maſſe, 
I lie ſecure, long loſt, before L was : 
And like a block, beneath whoſe burden lies 
That undiſcover'd worm that never dies, 
I have no will to rouze, I have no power to riſe. 


Can ſtinking Lazarus compound, or ſtrive 
With deaths entangling ferters, and revive ? 
Or can the water-buried Axe implore 
A hand to raiſe it ; or itſelf reſtore, 
And from her ſandy deeps approch the dry-foot ſhare ? 


So hard 's the task for ſinfull fleſh and bloud 
To lend the ſmalleſt ſtep to what is good 3 
My God, I cannot move the leaſt degree z 
Ah ! If but onely thoſe that aQive be, 
None ſhould thy glory ſee, none thould thy glory ſees 


Burt if the Potter pleaſe t' inform the clay 3 
Or ſome ſtrong hand remove the block away 3 

Their lowly fortunes ſoon are mounted higher, 

T hat proves a veſſel, which before was mare 5 
And this being hewn, may ſerve for bertet uſe then fire. . 


P And 
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And if that life-reſtoring voyce command 
Dead Laz'rus forth ; or that great Prophets hand 
Should charm the ſullen waters, and begin 
To becken, or to dart a ſtick bur in, 
Dead Laz'ris mult revive, and th* Axe muſt float again. 


Lord, as I am,I haveno pow'r at all 
To heare thy voyce, or echo to thy call ; 
The gloomy Clouds of mine own guilt benight me z 
Thy glorious beams, nor dainty ſweets invite me 3 
They neither can dire& ; nor theſe at all delight me. 


See how my ſin-bemangled body lies, 

Nor having pow'r to will, nor will toriſe ! 
Shine home upon thy Creature, and iaſpire 
My livelefſe will with thy regen'rate fire 3 

The firſt degree to do, is onely to defire. 


Give me the pow'r to will, the will todo; 
O raiſe me up, and I will ſtrive togo : 
Draw me, O draw me with thy treble twiſt, 
That have no pow'r but merely to reſiſt ; 
O lend me ſtrength to do, and then command thy liſt, 


My Soul 's a Clock, whoſe wheels (for want of uſe 
And winding up, being ſubje& to th' abuſe 

—— ruſt) wants vigour to fulfill 

Her twelve honres task, and ſhew her makers skill, 
But idly fIceps unmov'd, and ſtandeth vainly fill. 


| Great God, it is thy work : and therefore good. 
| If chou be pleas'd to cleanſe it with thy blood, 
| And wind it up with thy ſfoul-movmg keyes, 
Her buſie wheels ſhall ſerye thee all her dayes 3 
Her hand ſhall point thy pow'r, her hammer ſtrike thy praiſe 


S, BzRkn, 


219, 


: S. Bxun, Serm, 21. in Cant, 

Let 14s Tun, let us run, but in the ſauour of thy Qnmtments, 
yo! iu the confidence of our merits, nor in the greatneſſe of our 
frength : we truſt to run, but in the multitude of thy merciesy 
for though we run and are willing. it is not in him that willeth, 
wr in bim that runneth, but in God that ſheweth mercy. 0 
let thy mercy return, and we will tun: Thou like a Gyant, 
runneſt by thy own power ; we, unleſſe thy ointment breath upon 
#s, canngt run, 


F. 
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A 
» 


| Ep16, 8. | 

Look not, my Watch, being once repair'd to ftand 

ExpeQting motion from thy Makers hand, eye 

H as wound thee up, and cleans'd thy Cogs with blood ? 

If now thy wheels Rand Kill thou art not good. | 
& 
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CanrticlesS $8. I, 


0 that thou wert as my brother, that ſucked 
the breaſts of my mother, 1 would find thee 
without, and I would kiſſe thee. 


Sm come my bleſſed Infant, and immure thee 
Within the Temple of my ſacred arms ; 

Secure mine arms, mine arms ſhall then ſecure thee 

From Herods fury, or the high- Prieſts harms ; 
Or if thy danger'd life ſuſtain a loſle, 

My folded arms ſhall turn thy dying crofſe. % 


2 


But ah, what ſavage Tyrant can behold 
The beauty of fa ſweet a face as this is, 
And not himſelf be by himſelf controuPd, 
And change his fury to a thouſand kifles ? 
One (mile of thine is worth more mines of treaſure 
| Then there be Myriads in the dayes of Ceſar, 


2 | 
O, had the Tetrarch, as he knew thy birth, 
So known thy itock, he had nat ſoughtto paddle 
In thy dear bloud ; but proſtrate on the earth, 
Had vaild his Crown before thy royall Cradle, 
And laid the Sceptre of his Glory down, | 
And begg'd a Heay'nly for an Eatthly Crown, 


#3 
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4 
Illaſtrious Babe ! how is thy handmaild grac'd 
With a rich armfull ! how doſt thou decline 
Thy Majeſty, that werrt fo late embrac'd 
In thy great Fathers arms, and now in mine ! 
| How humbly gracious art thou, to refreſh 
Me with thy Spirit, and afſume my fleſh, 


5 


But muſt the treaſon of a traitours H 2z/ 
od Abuſe the ſweetneſle of theſe ruby lips? 
Shall marble-heartcd cruclty afſail 
: Theſe Alabaſter fides with knotted whips ? 
And muſt theſe ſmiling Roſes entertain 
The blows of ſcorn, and flurts of baſe diſdain ? 


6 


Al! muſt theſe dainty little (prigs that twine 
So faſt about my neck, be pierc'd and torn 
With ragged nails ? and muſt theſe brows religne 
Their Crown of Glory for a crown of thorn ? 
Ah, muſt this bleſſed Infant taſt the pain 
Of deaths injurious pangs # nay worſe, be ſlain ? 


7 
Sweet Bave ! Art what dear rates do wretched I 
Commit a finne ! Lord, ev'ry fin's a dart ; 
And ev*ry treſpaſle lets a javelin flic 
Andev'ry javelin wounds thy bleeding heart : 
' Pardon, ſweet Babe, what I haye deneamille 3 
And ſeal that granted pardon with a kifle, 


BONAYENT, 
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BoNAVENT. Soliloqu. Cap. 1. 

0 ſweet Jeſu, I knew xot that thy kiſſes were ſo ſweet, nor 
thy ſociety ſo delefable, nor thy attraftion ſo vertuous 5 For 
when 1 love thee, I am clean ; when touch thee, 1 am chaſt 3 
when I receive tbee, I am a virgin: O moſt ſweet Zeſu, thy 
embraces defile not but cleanſe ; thy attrattion pollutetb noty 
but ſanftifieth : 0 Jeſs, the Fount ani of univerſal ſweetneſſe, 
pardon me, that 1 believed (> late, that ſo much ſweetneſſe is is 
thy embraces. UF TROL | 


\ 


, 
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E p16, 9. 


My burden 's greateſt : Let not Atlas boaſt: 

Impartiall Reader, judge which bears the moſt : 

He bears but Heav'n 3 my folde4 arms ſuſtain 

Heay'ns maker,whom Heay'ns Heav'n cannat contain. 
: P 4 | 
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Canrtictzs 3. I. , 
In my bed by night 1 ſought him that my 
ſoul loved ;, I ſought him, but I found 
him not. | 


He learned Cynick, having leſt the way 
TTo honeſt men, did in the height of day, 
By T aper-light, divide his ſteps about 
The peopled itreers to find this dainty out ; 
Bur fail'd : The Cynick ſcarch'd not where he ought 2 
The thing he ſonght for was not where he ſought. , 
The Wiſcmens task ſeem'd harder to be done, 
The Wiſemen did by Starre-light ſeek the Sonne, 
And found : the Wiſemen ſearch'd it where they ought 3 
The thing they hop'd to find was where they ſought, 
One ſeeks his wiſhes where he ſhould ; but then 
Perchance he ſeeks not as he ſhould, nor when : 
Another ſearches when he ſhould, but there 
He fails ; not ſeeking as he ſhould, nor where 2 
Whoſe ſoul defires the good it wants, and would | 
Obtain, mult ſeek Where, As, and When he ſhould ; 
How often have my wild affeions led 
My waſted ſoul to this my widdow'd bed, 
To ſeek my Lover, whom my ſoul defires | 
(I (peak nor, (pid, of thy wanton fires : 
Thy fires are all bur dying ſparks to mine ; 
My flames are full of Heav'n, and all Divine ) 
How often have I ſought this bed, by night, 
To find that greater by this leffer light ! 
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How oft have my unwitneſt grones lamented 
*Fhy deareſt abſence | Ah how often vented 

- The bitter tempeſts of deſpairing breath, 
And toſt my ſoul upon the waves of death ! 
How often has my melting heart made choice 

| Offflene tears, (tears louder then a voyce) 
To plead my grief, and woo thy abſent care ! 
And yet thou wilt not come, thou wilt not heare ; 
O is thy wonted love become fo cald ? 
Or do mine eyes not ſeek thee where they ſhould e 
Why dolI ſeck thee, if thou art not here ? 
Or find thee nor, if thou art ev'ry where ? 
I ſee my errour ; *T is not ſtrange could not 
Find out my love : I ſought him where 1 ſhould not. 
Thou art not found in downy beds of caſc ; 
Alas, thy mufick ſtrikes on harder keyes : 
Nor art thou found by that falſe, feeble light 
Of Natures candle; Our Agyptian night 
Is more then common darknefle ; nor can we 
Expe& a morning, but what breaks from thee. 
"Well may my empry bed bewail thy loſſe, 
When thou art lodg'd upon thy ſhametfyll crofle : 
Tf thou refuſe to ſhare a bed with me, 
We'll neyer part, 1'1l ſhare a croffe with thee, 


ANSELM. 
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ANSELM, in Protolog. cap. 1. 

Lord, if thou art not preſent, where ſhall I ſeek thee abſent ? 
every where, why do 1 not ſee thee preſent ? Thou dwelleſt 
wu lght inacceſſeble ;, and where is that inacceſſible light ? Or 
how ſhall I have atreſſe to light inacceſſuble 7 1 beſeech thee, 
lard, teach me to ſeeh thee, and ſhew thy ſelf to the ſeeker, 
jecauſe 1 can. neitbey ſeek thee, unleſfe thou teach me, nor 

thee, unleſſe thou ſhtw thy /tlf to me: Let me ſeek thee, in de» 
ſring thee, and deſere thee in ſeeking thee ; Let me find thee 
n lowing thee, and love thee in findmg thee. 


my 
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Where ſhould thou ſeek for xeſt, but in thy bed ? 
But now thy reſt is gone, thy reſt is fled: 

TT is vain to ſeek him there : My ſoul bewile; 

Go ask thy finnes ; they *l1 tell thee where he lieg, 


XI. 


CanTICLES 3» 2. 


' will riſe, and go about in the City, and will 
ſeek him that my ſoul loveth : I ſought 
him,- but I found him not. 


I 


How my diſappointed ſoul's perplext ! 
How cd thou hes rubs an in my troubled breaſt! 

How vainly pleas'd with hopes, then croflely yext 

With fears ! and how berwixt them both diftreſt ! 
| What place is left unranſack'd ? Oh, where next 

Shall I go ſeek the Authour of my reſt 2 

Of what bleſt Angel ſhall my lips enquire 

The ungiſcover'd way to that entire 
And everlaſting ſolace of my hearts defire ! 


2 


Look how the ſtricken Hart that wounded flies 
Ov'r hills and &ales, and ſecks the lower grounds 
For running ſtreams, the whilſt his weeping cyes A 
Beg lilent mercy from the following Hounds, > © G- 
Atlength, emboſt, he droops, drops down, and lies © - 
Beneath the burden of his bleeding wounds : 

Ev'n ſo my gaſping foul, diffoly'd in tears, 

Doth modes & thee, my God, whoſe deafned ears 
ave me th* unranſom'd Priſner to my panick fears- & 
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Where have my buſie eyes not pry'd ? O where, 
Of whom hath not my thred-bare tongue demanded ? 
I ſearch'd this glorious City 3 he 's not here: 
I ſought the Countrey 3 ſhe ſtands empty handed ; 
I ſearch'd the Courr ; he is a ſtranger there : 
I ask'd the land ; he's ſbipp'd : the ſea, he *s landed : 
I climb'd the air, my thoughts began r' aſpire 3 
Burt ah, ! the wings of my too bold defire, 
Soaring too near the Sunne, were fing'd with faered fire, 


4 
T mov'd the Merchants care ; alas, but he 

Knew neither what I ſaid, nor what to ſay : 
I _— 3 he demands a fee, 

emurrs me with a yain delay : 

I ask'd the Schoolman z his advice was free, 

Bur ſcor'd me our too intricate a way : 

I ask'd the Watch.man (beſt of all the foure)' 


Whoſe gentle anſwer could reſolve no more, 
But that he lately lefc him at the Temple doore. 


5 
Thus havigg ſought, and made my great inqueſt 
In cv*rFfdace, and ſearch'd in ev ry ear ; 


I threw me on my bed ; bur ah ! my reſt 
Was poyſon'd with th' extremes of grief and fear, 
Where looking down into my troubled breaft, 
The Magazine of wounds, I found him there: 
Let oth:rs hant, and ſhew their ſportfull Art ; 
I wiſh to catch the Hare before ſhe ſtart, 
As Potchers ule to Jo ; Heav'ns form 's a troubled heart. 


S. AMBROS, 
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Emblemes. 
S. AMBROs, lib. 3, de Virg. 

Cbrift 1s not in the market , not in the Freees : For. 
x Peace, in the market are ſtrifes: Chriſt is Zuſticey in t 
nohet is iniquitie : Chrift is a Labourer, in the mark 
idieneſſe *, Chriſt is Charity, in the market is ſlander: Chrgft is 
Faith, in the market is fraud : Let us not therefore ſeek 
(briſt, where we cannot find Chriſt. 

S. Hiro, Ep. 22. ad Euſtoch. 

Teſus is jealous + He will not bave thy face ſeen : Let fooliſh 

rirgins ramble abroad, ſeech thou thy Love at bome. 
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What loſt thy love ? will neither bed nor board 
Receive him ? Not by tears to be implor'd ? 

It is the Ship that moves, and not the Coaſt ; 

| fear, I fear, my foul, 'r is thou art loſt, 
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Canrticlss J« 3. 


Have you ſeen him whom my ſoul loveth ? 
When I had paſt alittle from them, then 1 
found him,1 took holdon him,c+ left himnot. 


I 
Hat ſecret corner ? what unwonted way 
Has ſcap'd the ranſack of my rambling thought ? 
The Fox by night, nor the dull Owl by day, 
Have never Parch'd thoſe places I have ſought, 
Whilſt thy lamented abſence raught my breaſt 
The ready road to grief, without requeſt ; 
My day had neither comtort, nor my night had reſt. 
How hath my unregarded language vented 
The ſad tautologies of laviſhpathon ? 
How often have [ languiſh'd unlamented ! 
How oft have I complain'd without compaſſion ! 
I ask'*t the Citie-watch, but ſome deny'd mez 
The common ſtreet, whilſt others would miſguide me, 
Some would debar me z ſome, divert me ; ſome, deride me. 


Mark how the widow'd Tunfs, having loſt 
Thefaithfull partner of her loyall heart, 
Stretches her feeble wings from coaft to coaſt, 
Hauntsev'ry path ; thinks ey'ry ſhade doth part 
Her abſent Love, and her ; at length uaſped, 
She re-betakes her to her lonely bed, 
And there bewails her cycrlaſting widow-head : 
Q 
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4 
So when my ſoul had progrelt ev'ry place, 
Thar love and dear affetion could contrive, 
I threw me on my couch, reſoly'd r embrace 
A death for him, in whom I ceas'd to live : 
But there injurious Hymen did preſent 
His lanskip joyes z my pickled eyes did vent 
Full ſtreams of briny tears, tears never to be ſpent. 


5 
Whilſt thus my ſorrow-waſting foul was feeding 
Upon the rad'call humour of her thoughr, 
Ev'n whilſt mine eyes were blind, and hcart was bleeding, 
He that was ſought, unfound, was found unſought. 
As if the Sun ſhould dart his orbe of light 
Into the ſecrets of the black-brow'd night * 
Ev'n ſo appear'd my Love, my ſole, my hob delight. 
6 


O how mine eyes now ravith'd at the fight 
Of my bright Sun ſhot flames of equall fire ! 
Ah ! how my ſoul difloly'd with ov'r-delipht, 
To re-enjoy the Crown of chaſt deſire ! 
How ſov*rcigne joy depos'd and diſpoſſeft 
Rebellious grief | And how my raviſh'd breaſt—- 
But who can prelſle thoſe heights, that cannot be expreſt ? 


7 

O how theſe arms, theſe greedy arms did twine, 

And ſtrongly twiſt about his yielding waſt ! 
The ſappy branches of the Theſpian Vine 

Nev r cling'd their lefſe beloved Elm fo faſt ; 

Boaſt not thy flames, blind boy, nor feather'd ſhot ; 

Let Hymens eafie ſnarles be quite forgot : 

Time cannot quench our fires, nor death diffolve our knot. 


Ox1G. 
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Or1Gs, Hom. 10, in diyerſ. 
0 moſt holy Lord, and ſweeteſt Maſter, haw goed art thou 
tothoſe that are of upright heart, and bumble ſpirit ! O bay 
bleſſed are they that ſeekthee with a ſemple beart { How bap- 
py that truft in thee ! 1t is a moſt certaiz truth, that thou lo- 
velt all that love thee, and never farſakeſt thoſe that truft is 
thee : For behold thy Lowe ſimply ſought thee, and undoubtedly 
fund thee : She trufied in thee, and is not forſaken of thees 
but bath obtained more by tee, then (he expefted from thee. 
BEDpa in cap. 3. Cant. i 
The longer 1 was in finding whom I ſought,the more earneſt- 
ly I beld him be'ng found, 


EPI1G, 12, 


What ? found him out ? ler ſtrong embraces bind him z 
He'll fly perchance where tears can never find him, 
New finnes will loſe what old repentance gains? 
Wiſedome not onely gets, but retains. 

2 
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© ' Thaue put my trur? 11 fLord God. 
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Itis good for me t0 draw near to God; Thave' 
put my truſt in the Lord God... '- nl 


(ff 4s is that Good, which wiſemen pleaſe to call 
The Chiefeſt ? Doth there any ſuch befall 
Within mans reach ? Or is there ſuch a Good at all ? 


If ſuch there be, it neither muſt expire, ; 
Nor change; then which there can nothing higher k 
Such Good muſt be the utter point of mans defire., , | | 


It is the Mark, to which all hcarts muſt tend 
Can be deſired for no other end, Eg 


Then for it {elf, on which all other goods depend. . ;. 


What may this Excellence be ? doth it ſubſiſt 
A reall Efſence, clouded in the midſt 
Of curious Art, or clear to ev 'ry cye tliat liſt ? 


Or is'r a tart Idea, to procure hn 
An edge, and keep the praQtick ſoul in ure, _, 


Like that dear Chymick duſt ,or puzzling Quadrature? / 1 


Where ſhall I ſeek this Good'? where ſhall T find ''? '** 
This Cath'lick pleaſure, whoſe extremes may bind 
My thoughts, and fill the gulf of my inſatiate mind ? 


Lies itin Treaſure ? In full heaps untold ? | 
Doth gowty Mammozs griping hand infold x 
This ſecret Saint in ſacred ſhrines of ſoy'reigne gold ? 
3 


Oo, 
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No, no ; ſhe lies not there ;z wealth often ſowrs 


In keeping ; makes us hers, in feeming ours z 
She ſlides from Heav'n indeed, but not in Daxar's ſhowrs, 


Lives ſhe in honour ? no. The royall Crown 
Builds up a creature, and then batters down : 
Kings raiſe thee with a ſmile, and raze thee with 2 frown. 


In pleaſure ? no. Pleaſure begins in rage z 
A&s the fools part on earths uncertain ſtage; 
Begins the Play in youth, and Epilogues in age. 


Theſe, theſe are baſtard-goods ; the beſt of theſe 
Torment the ſoul with Skin it, and pleaſe, 
Like water gulp'd in fevers, with deceirfull eaſe. 


Earths flarr'ring dainties are bur ſweet diſtreſſes : 
Molc-bits perform the mountains ſhe profefles ; 
Alas, can earth confer more good then earth pollefles ? 


Mount, mount my ſoul, and let thy thoughts cathicr 
Earths vain delights, and make their full carier 
At Heay'ns eternal] joyes z ſtop, ſtop thy Courlſer there. 


T here ſhall thy ſoul poſlefle uncarefull treaſure ; 
There ſhalt then ſwim in never-fading pleaſure 3 
And blaze in honour farre above the frowns of Ceſar. 


Lord, if my hope dare let her anchor fall 
On thee, the chiefcſt Good, no need to call 
For carths inferiouc traſh 3 Thou, thou art All in AIL 


S. AuGusr, 


Emblemes. 


S. AuGusrT. Soliloqu. cap. 13. ; 

l follow this thing: 1 purſue tha! ;but am filled with nothing. 
But when I ſound thee, who art that immutable, individed, 
and onely good, in, my ſelf, what I obt.1ined, 1 wanted not 3 for 
what 1 obtained not, 1 grieved not ; with wiat 1 was poſſeit 
my wbole deſire was ſati:fied. 

S. Ban. Ser. g. ſup.beati qui habent, &c. 

Let others pretend merit : let bim brag of the burden of the 
day ; let him boaſt of bis Sabbath faſts, and let bim glory that 
be is 10t as other men : but for me, it is good to cleave unto the 
Lord, and to put my truſt in my Lord God. 


Wu | 0k 4» 2349 ® 


E ps. 12. 


Let Boreas blaſts, and Neptunes waves be joyn'd, 
Thy Eolus commands the waves, the wind : 
Fear not the rocks or worlds jmperious wayes: 


Thou climbſt a rock (my ſoul) a rock that ſaves. 
Q4 
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XIV. 


CANTICLES 2. 3. 


1 ſat under his ſhadow with great delight, and 
his fruit was ſweet to my tat. 


L 


Ook how the ſheep, whoſe rambling ſteps do ſtray 
L From the ſafe blefling of her Shepherds eyes 
Efrſoon, becomes the unproteRed prey 

To the wing'd ſquadron of beleagring flies; 
Where ſweltred with the ſcorching beams of day, 
She frisks from buſhto brake, and wildly flies 
From her own ſelf, ev'n of her ſelf afraid ; 
She ſhrouds her troubled brows in ev'ry glade, 
And craves the mercy of the ſoft removing ſhade. 


3 


Ev'n ſo my wand'ring Soul, that hath digreſt 
From her great Shepherd, is the hourely prey 
Of all my finnes. T hgſe vultures in my breaft 
Gripe my Promethean heart both night and day? 
I hunt from place to place, but find no reſt ; 
I know not where to go, nor where to ſtay : 
T he eye of vengeance burns, her flames invade 
My \welt'ring ſoul: My ſoul hath oft afſaid, 
But ſhe can find no ſlrowd, bur ſhe can feel no ſhade; 
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I ſought the ſhades of Mirth, to wear away 
My {low-pac'd hours of ſoul-conſuming grief ; 
I ſcarch'd the ſhades of {leep, tocaſe my day 
Of griping ſorrows with a nights repriet 3 
I ſought the Nades of death z thought there t' allay 


My finall torments with a full relief : 


But mirth, nor ſleep.nor death can hide my heurcs 


In the falſe ſhades of their deceitfull bowrs ; 
The firſt diſtras, the next diſturbs, the laſt devours, 


4 
Where ſhall I rurn ? To whom ſhall T apply me ? 
Are there no ſtreams where a faint ſoul may wade ? 
Thy Godhead, JE sus, are the flames that fry me ; 
Hath thy All-2lorious Deity never a ſhade, 
Where I may fit and vengeance never eye me, 
Where I might (it refreſht or unaffraid ? 
Is there no comfort ? Is there no refeRion ? 
Is there no cover that will give prote&ion 
T' a fainting foul, the ſubjeR of thy wraths reflexion ? 


5 
Look up, my ſou}, advance the lowly ſtature 
Of thy {ad thoughts ; adyance thy humble eye : 
Ser, here 's a ſhadow found : The humane nature 
Is made the Ulmbella to the Deity. , 
To catch the Sun-beams of thy juſt Creatour ; 
, Beneath this covert thou mailt ſafely lic : 
Permit thine cyes to climbe this fruitfull tree, 
As quick Zachbers did, and thou ſhalt ſee 
&A'cloud of dying fleth berwixt thoſe beams and thee, 


Guitt, 
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Gu1Lr. in cap. 2. Cant. ; 
' who can induretbe fierce rayes of the Sunne of Juftice? Who 
ſhall not be conſumed by bis beams * Therefore the Sun of Ju- 
fice took fleſh, that through the conjunition of that Sun and 
this humane body a ſhadow may be made. 
S. AuGusT, Med. cap. 37- 

Lord, let my ſoul flee Jon the ſcorching thoughts of the 
world under the covert of thy wings, that being refreſhed by 
the moderation of thy ſhadow, ſhe may ſong merrily, In peace 
will I lay me down aud reſt, 


hi 


E?1G. 14. 

Ah, treach'rous ſoul, would not thy pleaſures give 
That Lord which made thee living leave to live ? 

See what thy ſinnes have done : thy finnes haye made 
The Sunne of Glory now become thy ſhade. 
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#ow ſhall we ſing 4 ſong of the Lord in 4 


ſtrange land? 


Rge me no more : this airy mirth belongs 

To better times 2 theſe times are not for ſongs. 
The ſprightly twang of the melodious Lute 
Agrees not with my voice z and both unſuit 
My untun'd fortunes : the affeted meaſure 
Of ſtrains that are confſtrain'd afford no pleaſure. 
Muſick *s the Child of mirth ; where griefs affail 
The troubled ſoul, both yoyce and fingers fail ; 
Let ſuch as ravil out their laviſh dayes 
In honoutable riot ; that can raiſe 
Dejefted hearts, and conjure up a ſprite 
Of madnefic by the Magick cf delight 3 
Let thoſe of Cxpids hoſpital, that lic 
Impatient Patients to a ſmiling eye, 
That cannot reſt, untill vain hope bepuile 
Their flatter'd rorments with a wanton ſmile ; 
Ler ſuch redeem their peace, and (alve the wron 
Of froward Fortune with their frolick ſongs : 
My grief, my griet''s roo great for ſmiling eyes 
To cure, or counter-charms to exorcize. 
The Ravens diſmall croaks ; the midnight howls 
Of empty Wolues, mixt with the Geek of Owlsz 
The nine fad knowls of a dull paſting Bell, 
With the loud language of a nightly knell, 


S 


JT 
D 


246 Emblemes. Book 4. 
And horrid out=cries of revenged crimes, 

Joyn'd im a medley 's mufick for thele times : 
Theſe are no times to touch the merry ſtring 

Of Orpheus ; no, theſe are no times to ling, 

Can hide-bound Priſners, that have ſpent their ſouls 
And famiſh'd bodies in the noyſome rw 

Of hell-black dungeons, apt their rougher throats, 
Grown hoarſe with begging alms, to warble notes ? 
Can the ſad Pilgrime, that hath loſt his way 

In the vaſt deſart ; there condemn'd a prey 

To the wild ſubjeR, or his ſavage King, 

Rouze up his palſey ſmitten ſpir'ts, and ſing ? 

Can TI aaa a Priſner too, 

(Alas )where I am neither known, nor know 
Ought but my torments, an unranſom'd ſtranger 
In this ſtrange climate, in a land ef danger? 
©, can my voyce be pleaſant, or my hand, 

Thus made a Priſner to a forrein land ? 
How can my muſick reliſh in your cars, 
"That cannot ſpeak for (obs, nor fing for tears ? 
Ab, if my voyce could, Ozpheus-like, unſpell 
My poore Ewrydice, my foul from hell 
Of earths miſconſtru'd Heav'n, O then my breaſt 
Should warble airs,whoſe rhapſodies ſhould feaſt 
The ears of Seraphims, and entertain 
Heav'ns higheſt Deity with their lofty ſtrain, 
Aftrain well drencht in the true Theſpian Well, 
Till then, earths Semiquayer, mirth, þrewell, 


S. AucuSr, 
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S. AuGusr. Med. cap. 33- 

0 infinitely happy are thoſe Heavenly virtues which are able 
tg praiſe thee in bolneſſe and puritie, with exceſſive ſweetneſſe 
adinutterable exultation ! From thence they praiſe thee, from 
whence they rejoyce, becauſe they continually ſee for what they 
rejoyce, for what they praiſe thee : But we preſt down with 
ths burden of fleſh, far removed from thy countenance in this 
pilgrimage, and blown up with worldly vanities, cannot wor- 
thily prazſe thee : we praiſe thee by faith 3 not ſacetoface: but 
thoſe Angelicall ſpirits praiſe thee face toface,and not by faith. 


EP1G. 15, 


F Did I refuſe to ſing ? ſaid I theſe times 

Were not for ſongs ? nor muſick for theſe climes ? 
It was my errour - are not gronesand tears 
Harmoniovs raptures inth' Almightics cars ? 


Teh YL. p= Ir - 5s tal 
# ck my beloved >" tell him 


at 1 am /iche of [aue. Can: #.5.w. firup/en ſeulght 
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Canrictes 5.8. 
[ charge you, O daughters of Feruſalem, if 
you find my beloved, that you tell him hat 
Iam ſick of love, 


Ou holy Virgins, that ſo oft ſurround 
Y Thecities Saphire walls, whoſe ſnowy feet 
Meaſure the pearly paths of ſacred ground, 
And trace thenew Jerus'lems Jaſper ſtreet 3 
Ah, you whoſe careeforſaken hearts are crown'd 
With your beſt withes ; that enjoy the ſweet 
. Ofall your hopes ; Ife'r you chance to ſpie 
1 My abſent Love, Otell him that I lie tt, 
Deep wounded with the flames that furnac'd from lus eye 


2 


Icharge you, Virgins, as you hope to heare 
The heay'nly muſick of your Lovers voice 3 
| charge you by the folemne faith ye bear 
To plighted vows, and to that loyall choice 
Of your affeRions, or, if ought more dear 
You hold ; by Hymen, by your marriage joyes, 
I charge you tell him, that 2 Fajning, Cert, | 
Shor from his eye hath pierc'd my bleeding heart ; 
And1 am fick of love, and languiſh in my ſmart 
R 


Tell. 
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Tell him, O tell him, how my panting breaſt 
Is ſcorch'd with flames, and how my ſoul is pin'd ; 
Tell him, O tell him, how I lic oppreſt 
With the full torments of a troubled mind ; 
O rell him, tcl] him, that he loves in jeſt, 
Bur I in earneſt ; tell him, he's unkind : 
But if a diſcontented frown appears 
Upon his angry brow, accoaft his cars 
With ſoft and fewer words, and a& the reſt in tears. 


4 
O tell him, that his cruelties deprive 
My ſoul of peace, while peace in vain ſhe ſeeks 3 
Tell him thoſe damask roſes, that did ſtrive 
With white, both fade, upon my fallow cheeks 3 
Tell him, no token doth proclaimT live, 
But tears, and ſighs, and ſobs, and ſudden ſhrieks ; 
Thus if your piercing words ſhould chance to bore 
His hearkning ear, and move a ſigh, give ore 
Ts ſpeak ; and tell him-- Tell him, that 1 could no more. 


5 
If your elegious breath ſhould hap to rouze 
A happy tear, cloſe harb'ring in his cye, 
Then urge his plighted faith, the ſacred yows, 
Which neither I can break, nor he deny ; 
Bewail the torments of his loyall ſpouſe, 
T hat for his ſake would make a ſport to die : 
O bleſſed Virgins, how my paſſion tires 
Beneath the burden of her fond defires ! 
Heav'n never ſhot ſuch flames, carth never felt ſuch fires! 


S, AucusST. 


#3 
F. 
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S. Aueusr, Med. cap. 40. FS IM 

what ſhall 1 ſay ? what ſhall 1 do? Whither ſhall I go? 

where ſhall 1 ſzeh bim ? Or when ſhall 1 find bim * Whom ſhalt 
I ack © Who will tell my beloved that 1 am ſich of love ? 
: GuL 18L.in Cap, 5. Cant, | 

I live, but not 1: it u mybeleved that liveth in me: 1 love 

w ſelf, not with my own love, but with the love of my beloved 

that loverh me : 1 love not my ſelf in my ſelf, but my ſelf in 

bim, and bim in ma. * | 


a Ep16. 1. 

Grieve not (my ſoul) nor let thy love war faint, 

—_- thou to loſe the cauſe of thy complaint ? 

He Il come ; Love ne'r was bound to times nor laws ? 

Tyl then thy tesrs complain withour a caule. 
R 3 
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CANTICLES 2. 5. 


Stay me with flowers, and comfort me with 
apples, for I am ſick with love” | 


0 Tyrant love | how doth thy ſoyreigne pow'r 
Subje& poore ſouls to thy imperious thrall 
They ſay, thy cup *'s compos'd of ſweet and ſowre 3 
They ſay, thy diet *s honey mixt with gall; | | 
How comes it 5 Fax to paſſe, theſe lips of our, 
Still trade in bitter ; traſt no ſweet at all 2 
O tyrant love ! Shall our perpetuall toil 
Ne'r find a Sabbath, to refreſh awhile . 
Our drooping ſouls ? Art thou all frowns, and ne'r aſmile ? 


hk . 
# 


ITY} 


2 


You bleſſed Maids of honour that frequent 

The royall courts of our renown'd Jehove, 

With flow'rs reſtore my ſpirits faint and ſpent; ? 

O ferch me apples from Loves fruitfull grove, 

To cool my palate, and renew my ſent, 2; 

For I am fick, for I am fick of love : | 
Theſe will reviyc my dry, my waſted pow'rs, 
And they will ſweeten my unſav'ry houres 5. 

Refrefh me then with fruit, and comfort me with flow'rs, 
; R 3 
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O bring me apples to aſſwage that fire, 
Which Zcna-like inflames my flaming breaſt ; 
Nor is it every apple I deſire, 
Nor that which pleaſes every palate beſt ; 
?T is not the laſting Deuzan I require, 
Nor yet the red-check*d Qurening I requeſt ; 
Nor that which firſt beſhrewd the name of wife, 
Nor that whoſe beauty caus'd the golden ſtrife 3 
No, no, bring me an apple from the tree of life. 


4 
Virgins, tuck up your filken laps, and fill ye 
With the fair wealth of Floras Magazine z 
The purple violet, and the pale-fac'd lilly ; 
' The pancy and the organ colombine ; 
The flowring thyme, the guilt-boul daffadilly ; 
The lowly pink, the lofty eglentine : 
The bluſhing roſe, the queen of flowers, and beſt 
Of Fleras beauty ; but above the reſt, 
Let Jeſſes ſovereigne flower perfume my qualming breaſt, 


5 

Haſte, Virgins, haſte, for I lic weak and faint, 

Beneath the pangs of love; why ſtand ye mute, 
As if your ſilence neither car'd to grant, 

Nor yet your language to deny my ſuit ? 
No key can lock the doore of my complain, 
£ Unrill I ſmell this flower, or taſt that fruit ; 

Go, Virgins, ſeek this tree, and ſearch that bow 'r; 

_ O, how ty foul ſtall blefle that happy houre, 
T hat brings ro me ſuch fruit, chat brings me ſuch a flower. 


Go <<Z8, 
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$, 
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GisrTa8x.in cap. 2. Cant. Expo. 3. 

0 happy fichneſſe, where the infirmitie is not to death, but 
to ife, that God may be glorified by t  O bappy fever, that 
procedeth not from a conſuming, but a calcining, fire ! O happy 
dftemper, wherein the ſou! reliſheth noeartbly things , but one- 
h ſavoureth drvine nourifhment ! 

S. BERNn, Serm. Fl. in Cant. ' 

By flowers underſtand faith ; by fruit, good works * As the 
flawer or bloſſome is before the frait, ſo us faith before good 
works : Soneuther ts the fruit without the flower, nor good 
works without faith. 


EP1&@. 2. 

Why apples, O my ſoul ? Can they remove 
The pangs of grief, or eaſe the flames of love? 
It was that fruit which gave the firſt offence 
That feat him hicher 5 that remov'd him hence. 
R 4 
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ITI. 


CanTICLES 2. IG, 


My belovedis mine, and 1 amhis ; He feedath 


amone the lillies. 


I 
Vn like two little bank-dividing brooks, 


That waſh the pebbles with their wanton ſtreams, 


And having rang'd and ſearch'd a thouſand nooks, 
Meet both at —_ in filver-breaſted Thames, 
Where in a greater current they conjoyn : 
SoI my beſt» beloveds am ; fo he is mine. 


2 


Ev'n ſo we met ; and after long purſuit, 
Ev'n ſo we joyn'd ; we both became entire; 
No need for either to renew a ſuit, 
For I was flax and he was flames of fire : 
Our firm united ſouls did more then twine ; 
So I my beſt-beloyeds am; ſo he is mine. 


3 
If all thoſe glitt'ring Monarchs that command 
The fervile quarters of this carthly ball, 
Should tender, in exchange, their ſhares of land, 
I would not change my fortunes for them all : . 
Their wealth is but a counter to my coin z 


The world 's but theirs ; but my beloved 's mine. 


Nay 
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Nay more; If the fair Theſpian Ladies all 
Should heap together their diviner treaſure : 
That treaſure ſhould be deem?d a price too [mall 
To buy a minutes leaſe of half my pleaſure, 
*T is not the ſacred wealth of all the nine 
Can buy my heart from him, or his, from bcing mine, 


5 
Nor Time, nor Place, nor Chance, nor Death can bow 
My leaſt defircs unto the leaſt remove z 
He's firmly mine by oath ; I his by vow ; 
He 's mine by faith; and I am his by love 
He 's mine by water ; I am his by wine 
Thus I my beſt-beloveds am ; thus he is mine. 


6 
He is my Ahar ; I, his Holy Place 
I am his gueſt; and he, my living food 3 
T:*m his by penitence ; he mine by gracez 
T 'mhis by purchaſe ; he is mine, by bloud ; 
He's my ſupporting elm ; and I his vine ; 
Thus I my beft-beloveds am; thus he is mine, 


7 


He gives me wealth, I give him all my vows : 
I give bim ſongs ; he gives me length of dayes : 
With wreaths of grace he crowns my conqu'ring brows : 
And I his Temples with a crown of Praiſe, 
Which he accepts as anev'rlaſting figne, 
That I my beſt-beloyeds am ; that he is mine, 


$. AucusSr. 


'« YBook 5. Emblemes. 259 
S, AuGusST, Manu. cap. 24- 

0 my ſoul ftampt with the image of thy God ; love bim of 
whom thou art ſo much beloved : bend to him that boweth to 
thee, ſeek bim that ſeeketh thee: Love thy laver, by whoſelove 
thou art prevented, being the cauſe of thy love : Be carefull 
with thoſe that are carefull, want with thoſe that want ; be 
clean with the clean, and holy with the holy : chooſe this friend 
above all friends, who when all are taken away remaineth 
onely fa;thfull to thee : In the day of thy buriall, when all leave 
thee, be will not deceive thee, but defend thee from the roating 
Lions prepared for their pry. 3 


EPp1@G. 3. 


Sing, Hymen, to my ſoul : What ? loſt and found ? 
Welcom d eſpous'd, enjoy'd ſo ſoon, and crown'd ! 
He did but climb the Crofle, and then came down 
7* '-" gares of hell ; triumph'd, and fetch'd a Crowns 
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IV. 


Canticizs 7. 10. 


lm my Beloveds, and his deſire is towards 
me. | 


Ike to the Arrick needle, that doth guide 2 
# The wand'ring ſhade by his Magnet powW'r, 4 
And leaves his filken Gnomon to decide  ' 
The queſtion of the controverted houre, 
Firſt franticks up and down, from fide to fide, 
And reſtlefſc beats his cryſtall'd Iy'ry caſe 
With vain impatience ; jets from place to place, 
And ſeeks the boſome of his frozen bride, (ft 1 | 
Artlength he ſlacks his motion, and doth reſt 
His trembling point at his bright Poles beloved breft. 
qi e1tC).; 


2 


Ev'n ſo my ſoul, being hurried here and there, : 
By ev'ry objeR thar preſents delight, | 
Fain would be ſettled, but ſhe knowes.not where ; 
She likes at morning what ſhe loaths at night ? 
She bowes to honour ; then ſhe lends an care - 
To that (weet ſwan-like voyce of dying pleaſure, 
Then tumbles in the ſcatter'd heaps of treaſure 3 
Now flatter'd with falſe hope ; now foyl'd with fear 7 
Thus finding all the worlds delights to be 
but empty toyes, good God, ſhe points alone to thee. | 


NE O DIEoe Pol 


But hath the virtued ſteel a et to move ? 
Or can the untouch'd needle point aright ? 

Or can my wandring thoughts forbear to rove, 
Unguided by the virtue of thy ſpirit ? 
O hath my hv ſoul the art t' improve 

Her waſted talent, and unrais'd, aſpice 

In this ſad moulting time of her defire ? 
Not ficſt beloy'd have I the power to love ? 

I cannot ſtirre, but as thou pleaſe to move me, 
Ner can my heart return thee loye, untill thou leve me. 


4 
The ſtill Commandrefle of the filent night 
Borrows her beams from her bright brothers eye ; 
His fair aſpe& filles her ſharp horns with light, 
If he withdraw, her flames are nds; and dis : 
Even ſo the beams of thy enlightning ſpirit 
Infus'd and ſhot into my dark deſire, 
Inflame my thoughts, and fill my ſoul with fire, 
That I am raviſht with a new delight ; 
But if thou ſhroud thy face, my piory fades, 
And I remain a Nothing, all compos'd of ſhades. 


5 
Eternall God, O thou that onely art 
The ſacred Fountain of eternall light, 
And blefled Loadſtone of my better part, 
O thou my hearts deſire, my ſouls delight, 
Refle& upon my ſoul, and touch my heart, 
And then my heart ſhall prize no good above thee ; 
And then my ſoul ſhall know thee ;knowing, love thee; 
And then my trembling thoughts ſhall never ſtart 
From thy commands, or ſwerve the leaſt degree, 
Or once preſume to move, but as they move ia thee. 
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S. Aucusr.Med. Caf). 25. 

If Man can love man with ſo entire , rn that the one 
cx ſcarce brook the others abſence ? If a bride can be joyned to - 
ber bride-groom with ſo great ax ardency of mind, that for the 
extremitie of love ſhe can enjoy no reſt, not ſufſering bis abſtuce 
without great anxiety, with what affeion, with what fervency 
weht the ſoul whom thou haſt eſpouſed by ſaith and compaſSions 
ts love thee ber true God and glorious bridegroom ? | 


EP1% 4. 


My foul, thy leve is dear : "Twas thought a goed 
And eaſie pen'worth of thy Saviours bloud : 

But be ner proud 3 All matters rightly (cann'd, 
'Twas over-bfought : *T'was ſold at (ccong hand. 


Cy Soule acl. when ay bowed 
Spabe . Cant: 8 ad Cn 
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Canrticits 5. 6, 


My Soul melted whilſt my Beloved 
ſpake. 


Ord, has the feeble voyce of fleſh and bloud 

L The pow'r to work thine ears into a floud 

Of melted mercy ? or the ſtrength © unlock 

The gates of Heav'n, and to diffolve a rock 

Of marble clouds into a morning ſhow*r ? 

Or bath the breath of whining duſt the pow'r 

To ſtop, or ſnatch a falling Sratubel 6 
From thy fierce hand, and make, thy band reyols 
From reſolute confuſion, and in ſtead 

Of vyals poure full bleflings on our head ? 

Or ſhall the wants of famitht rayens cry, 

And move thy mercy to aquick ſupply ? 
I Qr fhall the (lent ſuits of droeping flow?rs 
Woo thee for drops, and be refreſh'd with ſhow'rs ? 
Alas, what maryel then, great God, what wonder 
If thy hell=rouzing voice, that ſplits in ſunder 

The brazen portals of eternall death ; Fas 
What wonder if that life-reſtoring breath 53” 
Which dragg'd me from th' infernall ſhades of night, 
Should melt my raviſht ſoul with ore-delight £ 

O can my frozen gutters chooſe butrun, 

That feel the warmth of ſuch a glorious Sun ? 

Me thinks his language, like a flaming arrow, 
| Doth picrce my bones, and melts their wounded marrow z 

S 


Thy 


Ss; 
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Thy flames, 0 (pid (though the joyfull heart 
Feels neither tang of grief, nor fears the ſmart 
Of jealous doubts, bur drunk with full deſires) 
Are torments weigh'd with theſe celeſtiall fires 5 
Pleaſures that raviſhin ſo high a meaſure, 

That O 1 languiſh in excefle of pleaſure : 
Whar.raviſht heart, that feels theſe melting joyes, 
Would nor deſpiſe and loath the treach'rous royes 
Of dunghill earth ? what ſoul would not be proud 
Of wry-mouth'd ſcorns, the worſt that fleſh and bloud 
Had rancour to deviſe ? Who would not bear 
The worlds derifion with a thankfull eare ? 
What palat would refuſe full bowls of ſpight, 

To gain a minutes taſt of ſuch delight ? 

Great ſpring of light, in whom there is no ſhade 
But what my interpoſed finnes have made, 
Whoſe marrow-melting fires admit no ſcreen 
But what my own big put between 

T heir precious flames, and my obdurate care ; 
Diſperſe theſe plague-diſtilling clouds, and clear 
My mungy ſoul into a glorious day 

Tranſplant this ſcreen, remove this barre away , 
Then, then my fluent ſoul ſhall feel the fires 

Of thy ſweet voyce, and my diffoly'd deſires 
Shall turn a ſov'rejgne balſame, to make whole 
Thoſe wounds my ſinnes inflicted on thy ſoul. 


. S. Aucusr, 
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S. AuGusr. Soliloq. cap. 34 
what fire is this that ſo warmeth my heart | What light is 
this that ſo enlightneth my ſont! O fire, that alwayes burneſt, 
and never goeft out, kindle me : O light, which ever ſhineſt, 
and art never darkned, illuminate me : 0 that Thad my beat 
from thee, moſt boly fire How ſweetly doft thou burn! How 
ſecretly doſt thou ſhine How defederably doſt thou inflame me ! 
Bonavenr. Stim. amoris cap. 8. 

It maketh God man, aud man God ; things temporal, eter= 
nall; mortall, immortall; it maketh an enemy a friend; a 
ſervapt, a ſoune ; vile things, glorious ; cold bearts fiery, and 
bard things liquid. © 


EP1G. 5. , 
My ſoul, thy gold is true, but full of drofle 3 
Thy Saviours breath refines thee with ſome loſle : 
His gentle fornace makes thee pure as true 3 
Thou muſt be melted, tre th? art _-_ anew. 
TI, © > 
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VI. 


Pe8aruB 73. 250 


Whom have I in Heaven but thee ? and what 
deſire I on earth in reſped# of thee ? 


rm (and have ſome cauſe to love) the earth : 
She is my Makers creature ; therefore good : 
She is my Mother, for ſhe gave me birth ; 
She is my tender Nurſe ; the gives me food : 
But what 's a Creature, Lord, compar'd with thee? 
Or what's my Mother, or my Nurle to me? 


I love the Aire: her dainty ſweets refreſh 
My drooping ſoul, and to new [ſweets invite mes 
Her fhrill-mouth'd quire ſuſtain me with their fleſh, 
And with their Polyphonian notes delight me : 
But what 's the Aire or all the ſweets that ſhe 
Can blefſe my ſoul withall, compar'd to thee ? 


[ love the Sea : She is my PP MN ory ; 

My carefull purveyer ; ſhe provides me ſtore : 

She walls me round ; ſhe makes my diet greater 3 

She wafts my treaſure from a forrein ſhore : 

But Lord of oceans, when compar'd with thee, 

What is the Ocean, or her wealth to me ? 

S 3; To 
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4 
To Heay'ns high citie I dire my journey, 
Whoſe ſpangled ſuburbs entertain mine eye 
Mine eye, by contemplations great atturney, 
Tranſcends the cryſtall pavement of the skie : 
But what 15 Heay'n great God, compar'd to thee ? 
Without thy preſence Heay'n *s no Heay'n to me. 


5 
Without thy preſence Earth gives no refcRion z 
Without thy preſence Sea aftords no treaſure 
Without thy preſence Air 's a rank infection; 
Without thy preſence Heay*n it ſelf *s no pleaſure : 
If not poſleſt if nor enjoy 'd in thee, 
What's Earth, or Sea, or Air, or Heay'n to me? 


6 
The higheſt Honours that the world can boaſt 
Are ſubjeRts farre too low for my defire ; 
The brighteſt beams of glory are (at moit ) 
Bur dying ſparkles of thy living fire : 
T he proudeſt flames that earth can kindle, be 
But nightly Glow»worms, if compar'd te thee. 


7 
Without thy preſence, wealth are bags of cares ; 
Wiſdome, bur folly ; Joy, diſquiet ſadnefle 
Friendſhip is treaſon, and Delights are (ſnares; 
Pleaſures her pain,and Mirth but plealing madneſfſe: 
Without thee, Lord, things be not what they be 
Nor have they being, when compar'd with thee. 
8 


In having all things, and nor thee, what haye I ? 
Not having thee, what have my labours gor e 
Let me enjoy but thee, what farther crave I ? 
And having thee alone, what have I nor ? 

T wiſh nor Seca, nor Land ; nor would I be 


Poſleſt of Heay'n, Heay'n unpoſſeſt of thee. 
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BonavaNr. cap. 1+ Solileq. 

Alas zmy God, now 1 underſtand (but bluſh ts conſeſſe) that 
the beautie of thy Creatures bath decerved mine eyes, and1 
bave not obſerved that thou art more amiable then all thy 
Creatures ; Fo which thou bait communicated but one drop of 
thy neſtimable beautie : For who hath adorned the Heavens 
with ſtarres ? Who hath ſtored the air with fowl, the waters 
with fiſh, the earth with plants and flowers ? But what are 
«l theſe but a ſmall ſpark of Divine beauty. 

S. CnrrYs. Hom. 5. in Ep.ad Rom. : 

In having nothing 1 have all things, becauſe I have Chrift ; 
Having therefore all things in bim, 1 ſeeh no other reward, for 
be is the univerſall reward, 


EP1G. 6, 


Who would not throw his better thoughts about him,' 
And ſcorn this drofe within him ; that, without him ? 
Caſt up (my ſoul) thy clearer eye 3 Behold. 
If thou be fully meltedy there *s the mold, 

I 4 
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Woe 15 me thatT am conſtrained to dwell with 
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VII. 


PsALMB 120. 5. 


Wo is to me, that I remain in Meſhech, and 
dwell in the tents of Kedar ! 


$ Natures courſe difſoly'd ? doth Times glafle ſtand ? 

Or hath ſome frolick heart ſet back the hand 
Of Fares perpetuall Clock? will 't never ſtrike ? 
Is crazy 1 ime grown lazy, faint or ſick 
With very Age or hath that great Pairroyall 
Of Adamantine ſiſters late made triall 
Of ſome new trade ? ſhall mortall hearts grow oid 
In ſorrow ? ſhail my weary arms infold 
And underprop my panting ſides for ever ? 
Is there no charitable hand will ſever 
My well-ſpun thred, that my impriſon'd ſoul 
May be deliver'd from this dull dark hole 
Of dungeon fleſh ? O ſhall I, ſhall I never 
Be ranſom'd, but remain a flave for ever ? 
It 15 the lot of man but ance to die, 
But ere that death how many deaths have I ? 
What humane madnefle makes the world affraid 
Toentertein Heav'ns joy, becauſe convey'd 
By th' hand of death? will nakednefle refuſe 
Rich change of robes, becauſe the man *s not ſpruſe 
That brought them ? or will povertic ſend back 
Full bags of gold, becauſe the bringer 's black ? 
Life is a bubble, blown with whining breaths, 
Fill'd with the torments of a thoulind deaths 3 

© COINS MEAS Which 
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Which, being prickt by death (while death deprives 
One life) preſents the ſoul a thouſand lives : 
© frantick mortall, how hath earth bewirch'd 
Thy Bedlam foul, which hath ſo fonely pirch'd 
Upon her falſe delights ! Delighes that ceaſe 
Before enjoyment tinds a time to pleaſe : 

Her fickle joyes brecd doubttull fears; her fears 
Bring bopefull griefs ; her griefs weep teartull tears; 
Tears coyn deceitfull hopes; hopes, carefull doubt, 
And furly paſſion juſtles paſſion out ; 

Today we pamper with a full repaſt 
Of laviſh mirth z at night we weep as fait : 

To night we ſwim in wealth, and lend ; to morrow, 
We fink in want, and find no friend to borrow. 

In what a climate doth my ſoul refide! 

Where palc-fac'd murder, the firkt-born of pride, 
Sets up hcr kingdome in the very (miles, 

And bgkeed faiths of men-like Crocodiles; 

A land, where each embroyd*red fattin word 
Is lin'd with fraud ; where Mars his lawlefle ſv ord 
Exiles .Aftreas balance ; where that hand 
Now ſlayes his brother, that new-ſow'd his land : 

O that my dayes of bondage would expire 
In this lewd ſoy] ! Lord, how my ſoul 's on fire 
To be diffoly'd, that I might once obtain 

T heſe long'd for joyes, long'd for fo oft in vain ! 

Tf Moſes-like T may not live poſſeſt 

Of this fair land ; Lord, let me (ce *r art leaſt. 
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S. Aucusr, Soliloq. cap. 12. 

My life is a frail life ;, a corruptiblelife ; a life, which the 
woe it increaſeth, the more it decreaſeth: T be fartber it goeth, 
the nearer it cometb to death. A deceitfull life, and be « 
ſhadow, full of the ſmares of death : Now I rejoyce, now 1 lex- 
euiſh, now 1 flouriſh, now infirm, now I lrve, and ftraight I 
dit ; now 1 ſeem bappy, alwayes miſerable; now | laugh, now 
I weep : Thus all things are ſubjef# to mutabilitie, that no- 
thing continueth an boure in one ſtate : © joy above joy, ex- 
ceeding all joy, wit bout which there is no joy,when ſball I exter 
into thee, that I may ſee my God that dwelleth in thee ? 


Ep1iG. 7. 

Art thou ſo weak ? O canſt thou not digeſt 

An houre of trayel for a night of reſt ? 

Chear up, my ſoul ; call heme thy ſpirits, and bear 
One bad goou-friday ; full-mouth'd Eaſter *s near. 
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VIII. 


-O wretched Man that T am ; mho hall 
dehver me from the body of i thus Death * 


Rom: >. 24 - Will: /inpron ſerthp - 
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VIII. 


Romanss 7» 24. 


0 wretched man that I am ! who ſhall atliver 
me from the body of this death ? 


Ehold thy darling, which thy Iuſtfull care 
B Pampers ; for Mich thy reſtleſſe —__ prepare 
| Such early cates : for whom thy bubbling brow 
So often ſweats, and bankrupt eyes do ow 
Such midnight ſcores to nature, for whoſe ſake 
Baſe carth is ſainted, the infernall lake 
Unfeard , the Crown of glory poorely rated, 
Thy God negleRed, and thy brother hated : 
Behold thy darling, whom thy ſoul affeRs 
So dearly 3 whom thy fond indulgence decks | 
And puppets up in ſoft, in filken weeds : | v4 
Behold thy darling, whom thy fondneſle feeds | 
With farre- fetcht | nn the dear-bought gains 
Of ill-ſpent time, the price of half thy pains: 
Behold thy darling, who,when clad by thee, 
Derides thy nakednefſe ; and when moſt free, 
Proclaims her lover ſlave ; and being fed 
Moſt full, then ſtrikes th' indulgent feeder dead, 
What meanſt thou thus, my poore deluded foul, 
Tolove ſo fondly ? Can the burning cole 
Of thy affeRtion laſt without the fuel | 
Of counter-love ? Is thy compeer ſo cruel, 
And thou ſo kind, to love unlov'd again ? 
Canſt chou ſow fayours, and thus reap diſdain ? 


. 
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Remember, O remember,thou art born 
Of royall bloud ; remember thou art-{worn 
A Maid of Honour in the Court of Heaven ; 
Remember what a coſtly price was given 
To ranſome thee from ilav ry thou werrt in ; 
And wilt thou now, my ſoul, turn ſlave again ? 
The Son and Heir to Heav'ns Triunc Jzxnove 
Would fain become a ſutter for thy leye, 

" And offers for thy dow'r his Fathers Throne, 
To fit for Seraphims to gaze upon; 
He'll give thee Honour, Pleaſure, Wealth, and Things 
Tranſcending fa rre the Majeſty of Kings : 
And wilt thou proſtrate to the odious charms 
Of this baſe ſcullion ? ſhall his hollow arms 
Hugg thy ſoft fides ? ſhall theſe courſe hands untie 
The facred Zone of thy virginitie ? 

For ſhame, degen'rous ſoul, let thy defire 

Be quickned up with more heroick fire 3 

Be wiſely proud, let thy ambitious eye 

Reade nobler obje&s ; let thy thoughts defie 

Such am'rous baſenefle ; let thy ſoul diſdain 

Th' ignoble profers of ſo baſe a (wain ; 

Or if thy vowes be paſt, and Hymens bands 

Have ceremonied your unequall hands, 

Annull, at leaſt ayoid, thy lawlefle a& 

With inſufficiencie, or a precontraR: 

Orif the a@ be good, yet maiſt thou plead 

A ſecond freedome ; for the fleth is dead. 


Nazlaxt 
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Naz1anz. Orat. 16, 

How | am joyned to this body, 1 know not ; which when it 
is bealthfull, provoketh me to warre, and being ed by 
warre, affefteth me with grief ; which 1 both love as a fellows , 
ſervant, and bate as an utter enemy : It is a pleaſant foe, and 
a perfdious friend. O firange conjunition and alienation : 
what I fear 1 embrace, and what 1 love I am affraid of ; before 
I make warre, I am reconciled, before 1 enjoy peace 1am at 


va/Iances | | 

EP16. 8. ' 
What need that houſe be dawb'd with fleſh and bloud ? 
Hang'd round with filks and gold ? repair'd with food ? ; 
Coſt idly ſpent ! That coſt doth but prolong : 
Thy thraldome, Fool, thou mak'R thy jail roo ſtrong. 


| Tam in a Frrerght betwixt two hauerng a 
; Defire to Depart &-toþe w Clrift -- 
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IX, 


PartIepPtans Ie 23s 


lam in 4 ftrait between two, having a deſire 


to be diſſolved, and to be with Chriſt, 
I 
Hat meant our carefull parents ſo to wear, 
And laviſhout their i expended houres, 
To purchaſe for us large JI here, 
\\ hich (though unpurchas'd) are too truly ours ? 
/ What meant they, ah what meant they to indure 
Such loads of needlefle labour, to procure 
And make that thing our own,which'was our own too ſure. 


2 
What mean theſe liv'ries and poſſeſſive ke yes ? 
What mean theſe bargains, and theſe needleſle (ales ? 
What need theſe jealous, theſe ſuſpitious wayes 
Of law-divis'd, and law-diffoly'd entails ? 
No need to ſweat for gold, wherewith to buy 
Eſtates of high-priz'd , wr z no need to tie 
Earth to their hetrs, were they but clogg'd with earth as 1. 


3 
0 were their ſouls but clogg'd with earth as T, 
They would not purchaſe with fo falt an itch; 
They would not take of almes, what now they buy 3 
Nor call him happy, whom the world counts rich : 
They would not cake ſuch pairis, proje& and prog, 
To charge their ſhoulders with ſo great a log - 
Who hath the greater lands, hath bur the greater clog. 
T 


283 


Emblemes, Book 5. | 


- 
I cannot do an a& which earth diſdains no ; 
I cannot think a thought which earth corrupts not z 
I cannot ſpeak a word which earth profanes not ; 
IT cannot make a vow carth interrupts not : | 
If I but offer up an early grone, 
Or ſpread my wings to Heav'ns long-long*d for throne, 
She darkens my complaints, and drags my offering down, 


$9 
Fy'n like the hawk, (whoſe keepers wary hands 
Have made a priſner to her wethring ſtock) 
Forgetting quite the pow'r of her faſt bands, 
Makes a rank bate from her forſaken block, 
Bur her too faithfull leath doth ſoon reftrain 
Her broken flight, attempted ofc in vain 
It gives her loyns a twitch, and tugs her back again, 
/ 6 


So, when my ſoul dire&s her better eye 
To Heav'ns bright Pallace (where my treaſure lies) 
I ſpread my willing wings, but cannot fly, 
Earth hales me down, I cannot, cannot riſe : 
When I but ſtrive to mount the leaſt degree, 
Earth gives a jerk, and foils me on my knee ; 
Lord, how my ſoul is rackt betwixt the world and thee ! 


7 
Great God, I (ſpread my feeble wings in yain 
In vain I offer my extended hands : 
I cannot mount till thou unlink my chain 
I cannot come till thou releaſe my bands : 
Which if thou pleaſe to break, and then ſupply 
My wings with {pirit, th' Eagle ſhall not fly 
A pitch that 's halfſo fair, nor halt ſo ſwift as I. 


BO NAVENT. 
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BoxAVENT, cap. I. Soliloq. 
Ab ſweet Jeſus, pierce the marrow of my ſoul with the 
bea{thfull ſhafts of thy love, that it may truly burn and melt, 
languiſh with the onely deſire of thee ; that it may deſire 
to be diſſolved; and to be with thee: Let it hunger alone ſor 
the bread of life 3 {et it thirſt after thee, the ſpring and foun- 
tain of eternall light, the ſtream of true pleaſure : let it alwais 
deſire thee, ſeek thee, and find thee, and [wettly reſt in thee. 


EP1I1®, 9. | | 
What ? will thy ſhackles neither looſe nor break ? . 
Are a too ſtrong, or is thy arm too weak ? "N 
Art will prevail where knotty ſtrength denies z 
My ſoul, there *s Aquafortis in thine eyes. 
T z 
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X. 


PSALM _ 142%. 7» 
Bring my foul out of priſon , that I may 
prayſe thy name. 


M:. Soul is like a bird, my fleſb the cage, 
Wherein the wears her weary pilgrimage 
Of houres as few as evil, dayly fed 
With ſacred wine, and ſacramentall bread ; 
The keyes that lock her in, and ler her out, 
Are Birth and Death ; *twixt both ſhe hops abonr 
From perch to perch, from ſenſe co reaſon ; then 
From higher reaſon down to ſenſe again : 
From ſenſe ſhe climbs to faith ; where for a ſeaſon 
She fits and fings 3 then down again to reaſon : 
From reaſon back to faith, and Rraight from thence 
She rudely flutrers to the perch of ſenſe : 
From ſenſe, to hope z then hops from hope to doubt * 
From doubt, to dull deſpair z there ſeeks abour 
For deſp'rate freedome, and at ev ry grate, 
She wildly thruſts, and begs th' untimely date 
Of unexpired thraldome, to releaſe 
Th-affli&ed captive, that can find no peace. 
Thus am I coop'd within this fleſhly cage 
I wear my youth, and waſt my weary age, 
Spending that breath which was ordain'd ro chaunt 
Heav'ns prayſes forth, in ſighes and ſad complaint : 
Whilſt happier birds can ſpread their nimble wing 
From ſhrubs to cedars, and there chirp and ling 

T 3 | In 
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In choice of raptures, the harmonious ſtory 

Of mans redemption, and his Makers glory ? 
You glorious Martyrs, you illuſtrious troops, * 

T hat once were cloyſter'd in your fleſhly coops, 
As faſt as I, what rhet'rick had your tongues £ 
What dextrous Art had your Elegiak ſongs? 
What Paul-like pow*r had your admir'd devotian ? 
W har ſhackle-breaking faith infus*d ſuch motion 
To your ſtrong prayers, that could obtain the boon 
Tobeinlarg'd, to be uncag'd ſo ſoon? 

When I, poore I, can ſing my dayly tears, 

Grown old in bondage, and can find noears : 
You great partakersof eternall glory, 

T hat with your Heav'n-prevailing Oratory, 
Rcleas'd your ſouls from your terreſtriall cage, 
Permit the paſſion of my holy rage 

To recommend my ſorrows, dearly known 

To you, in dayes of old, and once your own, 

To your beſt thoughts, {but oh 't doth not befit ye 
To move your pray rs z you love and joy, not pitrie :) 
Great Loid of ſouls to whom ſhould priſners flie, 
But thee ? Thou hadſt thy cage, as well as 1: 
And, for my ſake, thy pleaſure was to know 

T he ſorrows that it brought, and feltſt them too ; 
O ſer me free, and I will ſpend thoſe dayes, 
Which now I waſt in begging, in thy prayſe. 
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ANSELM. in Protolog. cap. I. 

O miſerable condition of mankind, that bas loſt that for 
which be was created ! Alas, what bath be loſt ! And what 
bath he found? He bath loft happineſſe for which he was made, 
od found miſtry for which he was not made © What is gone ? 
and what as left ? That thing is gone, without which bes un- 
bappy 3 that thing is left, by which he is miſcrable: O wretched 
men. From whence are we expelled?To what are we impelled? 
whence are wethrown ? And whither are we burrried ? From 
or home ints baniſhment ; from the figbt of God into our own. 
blizdneſſe 3 from the pleaſure of immortalitie to the bitterneſſe 
ef death : Miſerable change \ from how great a good, to how 
great an evil f Ab me, what bave 1 enterpriſed ? what bape 1 
done * whither did 1 go ? whither am.1 come ? 


| EP 16G, 10. 
Pauls midnight-voyce prevail'd ; his muſicks thunder 
Unhing'd the priſon doores,fplit bolts in ſunder : 
And fitit thou here, and hang the feble wing & 
And whin'ſ to be enlarg'd ? ſoul, learn to fing, 
T 4 
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X 


Ar the Hart -panteth  ofter tle waterbrocks 
fo panteth Wi oult after tec 0Loed, / 
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XI. 


PsALM 42. I. 


As the Hart pamteth after the water-brooks, 
ſo panteth my ſoul after thee, O God, _ 


[3% ſhall my tongue expreſlc that hallow'd fire 
Which Heav'n hath kindled in my raviſhe heart £ 
What Muſe ſhall I invoke, that will inſpire 
My lowly quill to a& a loftic part ! 
What Art ſhall I deviſe t* exprefle defire, 
Too intricate to be cxpreſt by. Art ! 
Let all the nine be filent; I refuſe 
T heir aid in this high task, for they abuſe 
The flames of love too much : affiſt me, Davids Muſe. 


| 
: 
f 
' 
! 
i 
| 
' 
: 


Fr 
Not as the thirſty ſoyl deſires ſoft ſhow'rs, * 
To quicken and refreſh her Embryon grain 3 
Nor as the drooping creſts of fading flow'rs 
——_— the bountie of a morning rain, 
Do I defire my God: theſe, in few houres, 
Re-wiſh what late their wiſhes did obtein, 
Burt as the ſwift-foot Hart doth wounded flie 
To th much defired ſtreams, ey'n ſo doT- 
Pant after thee, my God, whom I muſt find or dies 
- Before 
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? as , 
Before a pack of deep-mouth'd lufls I flee z 
O, they have ſingled out my panting heart, 
And wanton Cupid, fitting in a tree, 
Hath pierced my boſome with a flaming dart ; 
My ſoul being ſpent, for refuge ſecks to thee, 
But cannot find where thou my refuge art : 
Like as the ſwift-foot Hart doth wounded flie 
To the defired ſtreams, ev'n ſo do I 
Pant after thee, my. God, whom I muſt find or die. 


4 
Art length by flight, I over-went the pack ; 
Thou drew the wanton dart from out my wound ; 
The bloud, that follow'd, lefta purple track, 
Which brought a Serpent, but in thape a Hound: 
We ſtrove, he bit me ; but thou brak' his back, 
I left him grov'ling on th'envenom'd ground ; 
But as the Serpent-bitten Hart doth flie 
Tothe lohg»long'd for ftreams, ev*n ſo did F 
Pant after thee, my God, whom I muſt find or dic. 


5 
If luſt ſhould chaſe my ſoul, made ſwift by fright, 
T hou art the ſtreams whereto my ſoul is bound : 
Orif a jav'lin wound my lides in flight, 
Thou art the balſame that muſt cure my wound : 
If poyſon chance t* infeſt my ſoul, in fight, 
Thou art the treacle that muſt make me ſound : 
Ey'n as the wounded Hart, emboſt, doth flic 
To th' ſtreams extremely long'd for, fo do 1 
Pant after thee, my God, whom I mult find or die. 
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Crx1r. lib. 5. in Joh. cap. 10. 
O precious water which quencbeth the noyſome thirſt of this 
world, that ſconreth all the flains of ſinners, that watereth 
the earth of or ſouls with beavenly ſhowers, and brizgeth back 
the thirſty beart of man to bus onely God { | (© 
S. AuGusr. Soliloq. 35. ©” 
0 fountain of life, and vein of living watersy when ſball 1 
leave this forſaken, impaſſuble, and dry earth, and taft the 
waters of thy ſweetneſſe, that I may behold thy virtue, and 
thy glory, .and ſlake my thirſt with the ſtreams of thy mercy ; 
Lord, I thirſt : Thou art the ſpring of life, J@tjhe-me ; I thirit 
Lord, 1 thirſt after thee the lzving God Ln” 


EP1G. 11, 


The arrow-ſmitten Hart, deep wounded, flies 
To th' ſprings with water in his weeping eyes * 
Heay'n is thy ſpring : If Satans fiery dart 

Pierce thy faint fades, do (o,my wounded Heatte 
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X II. 


Psarm 42. 2. 
When ſhall 1 come and appear before God ? 


WW is my ſoul the better to be tin'd 

Wirh holy fire ? what boots it to be coyn'd , 
With Heav'ns own ſtamp ? what vantage can there be 
To ſouls of Heay*n-deſcended pedegree, 

More then to beaſts that grovel ? Are not they 

Fed by th' Almighties hand ? and ev ry day, 

Fill'd with his blefling too ? Do they not fee 

God in his Creatures as dircR as we ? 

Do they not taſt thee ? hear thee ? nay, what ſenſe 

ls not partaker of thine Excellence ? 

What more do we ? Alas, what ſerves our reaſon, 

But, like dark lanthorns, to accompliſh treafan 

With greater claſaneſle ? Ir affords no light, 

Brings thee no nearer ro our purblind fghe ; 

No pleaſure riſes ap the leaft degree, 

Great God, but in the clearer view of thee 

What priv ledge mare then ſenſe hath reaſonthan ? 
Whar vantage is it to be.-born a man ? 

How often hath my patience built, dear Lord, 

Vain tow'rs of Hope upon thy gracious Word ? 

How often hath thy Hope-reviving Grace 

Woo'd my ſuſpittous eyes to ſeck thy face ! 

How often have I ſought thee ? Oh how long 

Hath expeRation taught my perfe& tongue 

Repeated pray' rs, yet pray 'rs could ne'r obtain x 

ln yain I feek thee, and I beg in yain : 
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If it be high preſumption to behold 
Thy face, why didfſt thou make mine eyes ſo bold 
To ſeek it ? If that obje& be too bright 
For mans aſpeR, why did thy lips invite 
Mine eye t' expeR it ?If it might be ſeen, 
Why is this envious curtain drawn between 
My darkned eye and ir ? O tell me, why 
Thou doſt command the thing thou doſt deny? 
Why doſt thou i me ſounpriz'd a treaſure, 
And then deny it my greedy ſoul the pleaſure 
To view thy gift ? Alas, thar gift is void, 
And is no gift, that may not be enjoy'd : 
If thoſe refulgent beams of Heav'ns greact light 
Guild not theday, what is the day, bur night ? 
The drouzie qr ſleeps ; flow'rs droop and fade 
The birds are ſullen, and the beaſt is (ad : 
But if bright Ttan dart his golden ray, 
And, with his riches, -lorite the day, 
The jolly ſhepherd pipes 3 flow'rs freſhly ſpring ; 
The beait growes gameſome, and the birds they ſing. 
Thou art my Sun, great God: O when ſhall I 
View the full beams of thy Meridian eye ? 
Draw, draw this fleſhly curtain, that denies 
T he gracious preſence of thy glorious eyes; 
Or give me faith 3 and by the eye of grace, 
I ſhall behold thee, though not face to face. 
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S. Aucusr. in Pal. 39. 
ho created all things is better then all things; who beau- 
tified all things is more beautifull then all things : who made 
firength is ſtronger then all things : who madegreat things is 


greater then all things : Whatſoever thou loveſt be i that to 
thee : Learn to love the workman in bis work, the Creatour in 
bis creature : Let not that which was made by bin poſſeſſe 
thee, leſt thou loſe him by whom thy ſelf was made. 

S, AuGusST, Med, cap. 37. 

0 thou moſt ſweet, moit gracious, moſt amiable, moſt fair, 
when ſhall I ſee thee ? when fhall 1 be ſatisfied with thy beau- 
tie * When wilt thou lead me from this dark dungeon, that 1 
may confeſſe thy name ? | 


Ep 169. 12, 
How art thou ſhaded in this veil of nighy, 
Behind thy curtain fleſh ? thou ſeeſt no light, 
Bur what thy pride doth challenge as her own ; 
Thy fleſhis hue ; ſoul take this curtain down, 
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XIII. 


P$aiw - $5» 6. 


0 that 1 had the wings of « Dove, for thed'! 
would flit away' and bt at reſt. : 


Nd amlT ſworn a dunghillſlavefor ever | 
Toearths baſe drude'ry/ ſhall I never find 
Anight of zeſt? thalt my indentures never ODT 
Be cancell'd ? did injurious Natirtbind - 
My ſoul earths prentice, with no clauſe to leave her ? 
No day of freedome ? muſt I ever grind? 
O thatT had the pmions of z Dove, © 
That I might quit my bands and ſore above, + 
And poure my juſt complaints before the great Jehove | 


2 


How happy are the Doves, that have the pow'r, 
When ere they pleaſe, to ſpread their ayry wings ! 
Or cloud-dividing Eagles, that can towre 20s Pg 

Above the ſent of theſe inferiour things ! F 
How happy is the Lark, thatey'ry howre _ 
Leavesearth, and then for joy mounts up and fings ! 
Had my dull ſoul but wings as well as they, 
How I would ſpring from earth anid clip away, 
As wiſe Aftrea did, and ſcorn this by of clay ! 
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O how my ſoul would fpurn this ball of clay, 
And loath the dainties of earths painfull pleaſure ! 
O how I 'de laugh roſee men night and day 
Turmoy], to gain that traſh they call their treaſure ! 
O how I 'de ſmile to ſee what plots they lay 
Tocatch a blaſt, or.own a Cnile from Ceſar / 
Had'I the pineons of a mounting Dove, 
How I would fore and fing, and hate the love 
Of tranſitory toyes, and feed on joyes above ! 


ay 
T here ſhould I find that everlaſting pleaſure, 


Which change removes not, & which chance prevents not; ”. 


There ſhould I find that everlaſting treaſure 
Which force deprives not, fortune diſ-augments not 3 
There ſhould I find that eyerlaſting (eſar, ' 
Whoſe hand recalls not, and whole heart repents not ; 
Had I the pineons of a clipping Dove, 
How I would climb the skies, and hate the love 
* Ocftranſitory toyes, and joy in things aboye ! 


5 | 
Norank-mouth'd ſlander there ſhall give offence, 
Or blaſt our blooming names, as here they do ; 
No liver-ſcalding luſt ſhall there incenſe 
Our boyling veins, Thert is no Cupids bow : 
Lard, give my ſoul the milk. white innocence 
Of oor and I ſhall have their pineons too : 
Had I the pincons of a fprightly Dove, 
How I would quit this earth, and ſore above (Jehove. 
And Heay'ns bleſt kingdome find, with Heav'ns bleſt King 
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| S. Aucusr. in Pſal. 148." IHE 
what wings ſhould 1 deſire but the two precepts of love, as © 
. which the Law and the Prophets depend / 0 if 1 could obtain 
theſe wings 1 could fly from thy ſace to thy face, from the face 
of thy Zuſtice to the face of thy Mercy : Let us find thoſe wings 
by love which we bave loſt by luſt. 
S. AuGusr. in Pſal. 76. 
Let us caſt off whatſoever bindereth, entangleth, or bur- 
deneth our flight untill we attain that which ſatusfieth; beyond 
which nothing is; beneath which, all things are ; of which, all 


Cy 


things are, | 


E»16. 13. 
Tell me, my wiſhing ſoul, didſt ever trie 
How faſt the wings of red-croſt faith can flic ? 
I'Vhy begg ſt thou then the pineons of a Dove ? 
- {Faiths wings are ſwifter, but the I love. 
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How amiable are thy Tabernacles O God of 
Hoſts. : 
fy wn of dayes, to whom all times are Now, 


Before whole Glory Seraphims do bow 
Their bluſhing checks, and veil their blemiſht faces, 


That uncontain*d at once, doſt fill all places, 
How glorious, O bow farre beyond the height 
Of puzzled quils, or the obtuſe conceit 
Of fleſh and blpud, or the too flat _=_ 
Of mortall tongues, are thy expreſlefle courts ! 
Whoſe glory to paint forth with greater Art, 
Raviſh my fancy, and.inſpire my. hearts 
Excuſe my attempt, and pardon me  - 
for ſhewing ſenſe what faith alone ſhould ſee. 
Ten thouſand millions, and ten thouſand more 
Of angel-meaſur'd leagues from th' Baſtern ſhore 
df dungeon carth this glorious Palace ſtands, 
tefore whoſe pearly gates ten thouſand bands 
Of armed angels wait to entertain 
Thoſe purged ſouls for whom the Lamb was ſlain 3 
Whoſe guiltlefſe death, and voluntary yieldin 
Vf whoſe giv'n life, gave this brave court her Cuilding Z 
he lukewarm bloud of this dear Lamb being ſpilr, 
orubies turn'd, whereof her poſts were built 3 
d what dropt down in cold and gelid gore, 
Vid turn rich Saphyres, and impav'd her floore : | 
V 3 The 
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Fhe brighter flames, that from his you ray'd, 
Grew Chryſolites, whereof her walls were made : 
The milder glances ſparkled on the ground, 
And groundlild eyery doore with Diamond; 
But dying, darted upwards, and did fix 
A batrlement of pureſt Sardoaix. 
Her ſtreets with burniſht gold are paved round, 
Starres lie like pebbles (cattred on the ground : 
Pearl mixt with Onyx, and the Jaſper ſtone, 
Made gravell'd cauſwayes to be trampled on : 
There ſhines no Sun by day, no Moon by night ; 
The Pallace glory is the Pallace light : 
There is no timie to meaſure motion by, 
There Time is ſwallow'd with Eternitie : 
 Wry-mouth'd Diſdain, and corner-haunting Luſt, 
And twy-fac'd Fraud, and beetle-brow'd Diſttuſt, 
Soul-boyling Rage, and trouble-ſtare Sedirion, 
And giddy Doubt, and goggle-ey'd Suſpition, 
And lumpiſh Sorrow, and degen'rous Fear 
Are baniſht thence, and Death 's a ſtranger there: 
But ſimple Love, and ſempiternall Joyes, 
Whoſe ſweetneſſe neither gluts, nor fulneſle cloyes ; 
Where face to face our raviſh't eye ſhall ſee 
Great Exon, that glorious One in Three, 
And Three in One, and ſeeing him ſhall blefſe him, 
And bleſſing, love him, and in love, poſſeſſe him : 
Here ſtay my ſoul, and raviſh in relation : 
Thy words being ſpent, ſpend now in contemplation. 
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S. Gr86. in Plal. 7. pcenitent. | 
Sweet 7eſus , the word of the Father, the brightneſſe of 
paternall glory, whom Angels delight to view, teach me to 
thy will ; that led by thy good Spirit, I may come to that bleſſed 
Citie, where day is eternall, where there is certain ſecurities 
and ſecure eternitie, and eternall peace, and peacefull bappi- 
neſſe, and happy ſweetneſſe, and ſweet pleaſure ; where thou O 
God with the Father and the holy Spirit liveſt and reigneft 
world without end. 
Ibid. 


There is light without darkneſſez joy without grief; defirs 
without puniſhment ; love without ſadneſſe ; ſatietie without 
loathing ſafetie without fear ; health without diſeaſe z and 
life without death, 


E P16. x 4+ 
My ſoul, pry not too nearly ; the complexion 
of Sols bright face is ſcen bur by reflexion : | 
But wouldſt thou know what's heav'n ? I'll tell thee what 5 
Think what thou canſt not —_ heay'n is that, 
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Make haſt, my Beloved, and be like the Roe, 
or the young Hart upon the mountains of 
Spices. | 


O, gentle tyrant, go; thy flames do pierce 
My ſoul to deep z thy flames are tgo too fierce ; 

My marrow melts, my fainting ſpirits fry 

Þ th torrid Zone of thy Meridian eye:; 

Aways away thy ſweets axe too. perfuming 3 .. 

Turn, turn thy face, thy fires are too conſuming}: 
Haſt hence, and tet thy winged ſteps our-go 
The frighted Ro-buck, and Lis zing Ro." | 

But wilt thou leave me then. ? © thou that art, - 

Life of my ſoul, ſoul of my dying heart, 

Without the qr. pi whole fair eyes, 

My ſoul doth languiſh and. her ſolace dies, , -, 

Art thou ſo eafily woo'd ? ſp apt to, heare. 

The frantick language of my fooliſh feax.? ''P 
Leave, leave me not, nor turn thy beauty from me z 
Look, look upon me, though thine eyes o'rcome me. 

| O how they wound ! but how my woundy content me | 

How ſweetly theſe delightfull pains torment me ! 

How I am tortur'd in exceſlive meaſure 

Of pleafing cruelties too cruel pleaſure ! 

Turn, turn away, remove thy ſcorching beams z 

Ilanguifh with theſe bitter-ſweet extremes: = 

a 
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Haſt then, and let thy winged ſteps out-go 
The flying Ro-buck, apd his frighted Ro. 
Turn back, my dear ; Olet my raviſht eye 
Once more behold thy face before thou fly ; 
What, ſhall we part withgue a, mutuall kifle ? 
O who can leave (o {weet a face as this? 
Look full upon me ; for my ſoul defres 
Toturn a holy Marty- in thoſe Fites x 
. Oleave me not, nor turn thy beauty from'ime ; 
- Look, look upon me, though thy flames oy'rcome te, 
If thou becloud the Sun-ſhine of thine eye, 
I freez to death, and if it ſhine, I frie ; 
Which like a fever, that my ſoul hath gor, 
Makes me to burn too cold, or fttez' tor hot : 
Alas, I cannot beat fo ſweet n ſmart, © 
Nor canſt thou be lefſe glorious then thou art. 
Haſt then, arid-ler thy winged ſteps. out-go 
The frighted Ro-buck, and his flying Ro. 
But go not farre beyond the reach of breath ; 
Too a diſtance makes anvther death : 
My is C— Autumnall yowes 
Will make me riper for ſo ſweet a. Spouſe ; 
When after-times haye burniſt'd my deſire, 
I '11 Choot thee flames for flames, and fire for fire. 
O leave menot, nor turn thy beautie from me ; 
Look, look upon me, though thy flames oy'rcome me. 
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Autor ſcalz Paradifi. Tom: 9. Aug, cap. 8. | 
Fear uot, O Bride, nor deſpair ; think not thy ſelf contem« 

xd, if thy Bridegroom withdraw bis face a while : All things 
cooperate for the beſt : both from bis abſence, and bis pre- 
ſence thou gaineſt light : He cometh to thee, and be goeth from 
thee : be cometh, to make thee conſolate; be goeth, to make thee 
cautions, leſt thy abundant conſolation puſf thee up : be cometh 
that thy languiſhing ſoul may be comforted ; be goeth, leſt bis 
familiaritie ſhould be contemned ; aud being abſent, tobe more 
defired ; and being deſered, to be more earneſily ſought ; and 
being long ſought, to be more acceptably found. 


EP10. 15. = 
My ſoul, finnes monſter, whom, with greater caſe 
Ten thouſand fold, thy God could make then pleaſe 
What wouldſt thou have? nor pleas'd with ſun, nor ſhade ? 
Heav'n knowes not what to make of what he made, 
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THE FARE VELL. 


Be thou faithfell unto death, and. Twill give 


thee the crown, of wm 


Br Fainkfull, Lord, what's hit? 
Rclicye 5 'x is cakie to believes but what ? 


And whom.thy ſcorn. hath ſpit upon} 
Hath paid thy fine, and hath 


Believe, that he whoſe gentle palms 
Thy needle-pointed finnes have nail, * 
Hath born thy ſlaviſh load ST 
And made ſupply where thou ws 
Did ever mis'ry find {o firange relief > 
Itis a love too Rrongfor res 29 4 ob 3s 


Believe hacks, whoſe de. 
Thy ow have pierc'd — rebellions, di'd, 
To 2 fave thy 0.4 ny ear ſoul from dying 
The _ (cape; there ofly 
e was no » there was'n 
But through his deareſt blouds ua 
Believe, this dying friend requires, 
Noother thanks for all Sev... 
Butey'n the truth of weak defircs; 
And for his love, but love again : 
Did ever mis'ry find ſo true a friend ? 
Itis a love too vaſt to comprehend. 


T hat be whom thy hard heart hath wounded, = 


For thoſe foul deeds thy hands kave done ; 


het adeatta/ om wheac | 
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M . a, Soy of tears baptize 
nd drench t ry, thele unregen rate Cyr> 
Lord, whet my dull, my blunt belief, 
I 7 And break this y rock in ſunder, 
T hat from this heart , this hell of grief, 


Book oof 


May ſpring a Heav'n of love and wonder : 


O, if thy mercies will remove 
And melt this lead from my belief, 
My grief will then refige my love, 3 
* My love will then refreſh my grief : 
Then weep mine eyes as he hath bled ; youchſafe 


To drop for every drop an Epitaph. 


| £1: 
But-is the crown of Glory 
The wages of a lamentable ſtory ? 
Or can ſo great a purchaſe riſe 
- [From a ſalt humour ?can mine eye 
Run faſt enought* obtain this prize 2 
If ſo, Lord, who's ſo mad to die ? 
My 'Thy tears are trifles ; thou muſt do: 
; _ ma_ ; then endeavour * 
will ; but will a tug or:two © | 
Suffice the = periteer : 
T*ll ftrive till death; and ſhall my;-feeble fitrife 


Be crown 'd ?I'lIl crown it with a crown of life. 


| F 
But is there ſuch a dearth 
That thou muſt buy what is thy due by birth ? 
He whom thy hands did form of duſt, 
And gave him breath upon condition, 
Tolove his great Creatour, muſt 
He now be thine by compoſition ? 
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Art thou a gracious God and mild, 
Or head-ſtrong man rebellious racher 2 
_ ©, man's a baſe rebellious child, 
And thou a very gracious Father : 
he gift is thine ;z we ſtrive, thou crown'> our ſtrife ; 
hou giv'ſt us Faith z and Faith, a crown of life . 


